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Mr. WILLIAu Pow ELI, 


81 E, 


Tu. following 8 are the Prod ae 

of my leiſure Hours; they are imper- 
fect to a Degree, too full of Expletives and 
Incongruity; nothing cou'd have induc'd 
me to have publiſh'd them now, but my 


having promis'd them my Friends theſe two 


Years; and rather than they ſhould accuſe 
me of being worſe than my Word, I have 
ventur'd to expoſe myſelf to the Cenſure of 
the World, and the Judgment of the Re- 
viewers; ; but as they are my firſt Produc- 
tions, I could wiſh to be overlook'd, on the 
Promiſe they ſhall be my laſt, — when I 
wens them indeed I had the Vanity (like all 
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[vi] 
young Authors) to think I was ſmitten with 
the Muſes, but now to my Grief I too clear- 


ly ſee that I have ſmitten them with a Stab 


of Diſgrace; having diſturb'd and made 


muddy the peerleſs Stream of Helicon. My 
Pretenfions to Letters muſt appear the 
higheſt Preſumption, from many Reaſons ; 
firſt from my humble and obſcure Situation, 
and ſecondly from my being depriv'd of a 
Claſſical Education, &c. for great Scholars, 
like great Rogues, can take ſuch Liberties 


as little ones dare not think ef; —I have 
only this one Confolation; that as my Re- 


putation as an Author is but little, I have 
the leſs: to: looſe; I don't doubt but this 
will be an unwelcome Offering; but I have 
prefum'd! tor inſcribe it to you, becauſe I 
know you bear me that Friendſhip, that 
(were you ſure to derogate by ſuch a Re- 


ception) you would take it as it was meant, 


the only Acknowledgment I had left; in Re- 
turn for! the many Favours I have receiv'd, 
and the good Endeavours you have made to 
ſerre me, tho" they unfortunately prov'd 


ineffectual. Dependanee on Fheatres are as 


fatal, and as tranſitory as at Court; and the 
„ 


* 1 
Promiſes of a Manager are as ba ſeleſs as 
thoſe of a Stateſman; ſo fond are all Degrees 
of apeing their Betters; this I have a Right 
to ſpeak, being prompted both by Fact and 
Experience; I cannot ſay indeed I had ever 
any great Dependance at Court; But to 
my Sorrow 1 know it, and at this Moment 
feel, the fatal Conſequence of depending on 
Theatres; and the alluring Promiſes (bound 
with the ſacred Ties of Honour and Friend- 
ſhip) of Managers, had I not been told by 
my Friends (and theſe too, in my Opinion, 
the beſt Judges of the age, ſuch as Mr. 
_ Churchill, Mr. Lloyd, Mrs. Cibber, and your- 
felt) that I was poffeſs'd of ſome Requiſites 
for the Stage, 1 had never attempted it; 
EF prompted by this,, and conſcious of the 
Right, Ias an Individual, had to an Attempt, 
and firenghten'd by the Obligations that the 
9 Theatres, when in a drooping State, were 
once under to my Father, for his many 
excellent and receiv d Entertainments ; I was 
flatter'd into Hope and Expectation, giving 
up all my other Connections in Life, and 
2 facrificing all other Intereſts to the ſeeming 
* * and ſolemn Promiſes of Mr. 
1 1 


L vin } 

I. .—; who, like a Sorcerer, led me into a 

Labyrinth of Deluſion, and left me to bewail 
my Situation in Oblivion. Could I but re- 

call the whole two Years Expence, the Lofs 
of Time, and prevent the inevitable Deftru- 
Rion of a d ear and tender Family, I would 
forgive the heavy Load of Anxiety, the 
daily Expectations, and the hourly Diſap- 
pointments that I met with; their Frowns 


of Authority, their Shafts of Impunity, their 


Stare of Deſpotiſm, and their Sneers of 
Contumely; all theſe I could forget, but 
that my Wounds ſtill bleed, and Pain begets 
Remembrance. | | | 


1 am, dear Sir 
with the 
greateſt reſpect 


and fincerity 


Your very humble Servant, 


* 
** > 


GORGE SAVILLE CAREY. | 
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BrawproRD, 2 2 young Gentleman in u Love with 


Miſs DAN BUR. 


HIERAPICRAs Errrza- 9 * 


ban his at. * 2397 A# 
JERRY, Servant to BLANDFoRD's Uncle. 


ö KxA DBM, a Bailiff. 
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Kr 3 6 4 
Pittem's Parlur. Pittem e. 


Ar a Pleaſute there is in getting Moacy | 
| cou'd we but forget we were to 2 it tent [i 
the Zenith of Felicity. 


Ener Pe file. 5 5 ? 
Peſſtr. Sit; Mr. Blandford is below, and defires to  ſptak 


with you. | 
Pin. Odds ſo; I am very buſy tob juſt now: Tell 
him to call again by- and- by3- no, no, Pefile, Peil, tell 
him to walk u a do you hear ? | 

Pefle. 1 will, Sir. Exit. Peſtle. 

Pin. What the * does he want here 3 ſo 
foon ? It was but Yeſterday that he was plaguing me to 
Death about Mifs Danbury, and if I thought he had been 
| come again on the ſame Errand, I would have ſent him 
| Was fick. Put here he 2 


Entes 


* 


Kh a — g 
— — TI 53 I 
h_ 


— 


+" 2 8 1222 4 


* 3 


1 = 1 


8 Eee Blandford. | 
24% Good Fees to you, Doctor. 


; this dull Morning? P'Gad I was threatening to 
g 25 ed 


Night ? 

Pia. No— but I hare af a Leng ſomething hanging on 
my Spirits. Bk 

Bland. You're ſafe enou you know; a Dog and a 
Doctor, know how to ch gh their Phyſic. 
Pitt. An excellent Compliment ! [ Aſide.] As your Kind 

of Ln y FA how to chodſe the beſt Wh—res. _ 

beg your Pardon, Doctor, there is no beſt in 

iN Caſe ; - the bes of the bad, is not Worth chooſing; but 
if you have no more Skill in Medicines, than I have in 
Filles de Joye, I would not give a Fig for your Practice. 


'Falking of the Fair, puts me in Mind of poor Mifs Dan - 


bury; never was ſo good a Heart ſo much depreſs'd : 
With blooming Beauty, and a Soul angelic, ſhe drags a Life 
of Woe, and —.— the Shield of Virtue on her Arm; while 
ner Hand rejects with Scorn, the tempting Brives of gay 
Debauchery. 

Pitt. What then, you -young Rogue, you've try'd her, 
I ſuppoſe ? But ſhe knew you had nothing to give her but 


Promiſes, and fo thought in that Caſe ſhe might, as 23 


pot on the: Prude as not. 

Bland. Let me tell you, Doctor, that's a damn -d ill na- 
tured Surmiſe, and did I not think you ſpoke it more out 
of Raillery, than Sincerity, I ſhould for ever hold the moſt 
contemptible Opinion of you as a Man. 
ahr. Why you did not think I was in Earneſt, did 
9 94 

Jland. No If I had } ' 6.4 - 5.61 | 
| 2 TY —_ 3 for running me „ theoagh the 
Bo uppoſe ; but I aſſure you the World fa 8 ftra 
Thing sof the Girl. F f re 
0 Bla. Aye, it is a ſtrange World, Doctor. 7 

Pin, Nay, but from the many pitiful Tricks, thas 1 
have detected her in myfelf, I am ate r to have no- 
thing! to do with her. 


. % » of * * 
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— Mr. Blandford, your very humble Servant; how | 


Bland. To FF Doctor What before) you are well up 2 
Rave your medical Studies kept you from fleeping all 
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L 31 
Bland. Nou would have had (it is 7 known} if aue 


would have let you; $8 Tt i volt 

Pitt. There's for you now ! that's "wi — I did ima- 
gine, indeed, (when | ceas d to ſupport the ungrateful 
Huſſy, in her flaunting Expectations) ſhe would raiſe ſome 
ſcandalous Report or other, to hurt me in my Character 
and Buſineſs. Oh, the jade! had it not been for the 

great Regard I had for the Father, ſhe ſhould have ſhifted 
for herſelf long ago. {7 025 nt ON 

Bland. Your Regard for her Father | + + 4 2 . 

Pitt. Aye, my Regard for her Father 

Bland. Why what great Regard could you have * Hee: 
when I have often heard you ſay he died five 8 
Pounds in your Debt? 

Pitt. Why tho? he was an 8 Man, ha Rawls an 
honeſt one, as far as his Circumſtances would go. 

Bland. That's one of the moſt grateful Confeſſions [lever 
heard you make of any Man before. ct 39861 

Pitt. I had ever the moſt favourable Opinion of every 
Man, and was always more inclined to hide, than nt 
their Misfortunes. 

Bland. That's well again; : fo hall your own. Words & con- 
vict you. OI 

Pitt. As how? 

Bland. Why, if you were inclined t to o think the moſt fas 
vourably of * = mu 1 in . . 1 e 5 
Mam 

== Good again ; : and what has poor Miſe 3 
done, that every Thought of her is bad, and your beſt 
Opinion buta ſordid one? 

Pitt. Aye, but Facts, my dear Ned, are Facts, and the 
general and perpetual Complaints of the World are Cir- 
nme too glaring to be overlook d. 

Bland. What the World ſays in thoſe Caſes, ought neves. 
to be regarded; for ſuch Reports generally ariſe from the 
inventive Goſlips of a Tea table; and there is a Species of 
Barbarity that- reigns in the Breaſts of the 
low- minded Vulgar. Whenever they perceive an Object of. 


Merit, that was , x56 their Envy, under the leaſt Misfor- 
tune, they are never ſo happy as when — _ Perſon 
B 2 } 502 i de * ſome 
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fome ſecret Tnjiiry, or till, by fome malignant Conſpirac 
they have reduced them to 88 of 3 —_ P 
. Fus. And can you ſay that this is her Caſe? = 
Band. Yes, truly; for it is well known that Miſs Den 
Sury was 700% three Years ago) the Admiration and En- 
vy of the Country for ten Miles round, and now, the ve- 
rieſt Drab that was wont to think herſelf honoured with a 
Court ſy from her, will, with a provoking Sneex, tell her 
to ſhorten her Furbelows; and fince they have found her 
whole Dependence' is on you, _ have injured. her, hy 
impoſing on you ſome malicious Falſehood, on the mere 
Suppoſition of which, I find you are determined to con- 
pleat her Miſery. . 1 | 
4 Pitt. Nay, Mr. Blandford, it is not for that entirely, but 
4 from- the very great Expence ſhe has been to me of late, 
1 and as I find that hurts my Circumſtances conſiderably, it 
is a Duty I owe myſelf not to let her ruin me entirely, I 
have made her many good Offers; nay I made Intereſt fox 
her to à Gentleman and Lady who were going to South Ca- 
rolina, where they told her ſhe would have the greateſt Op- 
portunity in the World of making her Fortune; all which 
ſhe ungratefully rejected; and as I am under no Manner of 
Obligation to her, or hers, I think I have done for her al- 
ready what hundreds would not have done; in Truth 
therefore ſhe muſt now ſhift for herſelf as well as ſhe can. 
Bland. Poor Girl 1 I can't blame her; tis ſtrange fo 
reat a Tenderneſs Mr. Danbury had for her when livin 
at he did not make ſame Proviſion for her at his 
Pin. That's the Aſtoniſhment of every one, but what 
could a Man do that had it not in hi: Power? 1 
Bland. That is ſtill more ſtrange, for every Body thougbkt 
him a Man of Property. 105 . 1 
Pitt. Ah, Ned, you ſee with what Art ſome People can RF 
ſupport a falſe} Reputatian, and when their Affairs come 
once to be laid open to Inſpection, many a worthy Family 1 
that has truſted their Albin their Hands, from too good an 7 
Opinion of their Circumſtances, find too often a broken 1 
Back in the Conſequence. = . 1 
| Bland. Well, I wiſh the dear Creature was better provi - 3 
ded for, or that I had it in my Pewer to make her the hap- 1 
pieſt Woman in the Uuiverſe. | 23 


r 
Pin. How wou d you do that | 2:19 
Bland. Why, I wou'd endeavour to do it, by 8 


her, and ſetting her above the Frowns of the Wor 


Pitt. And a promiſing Dame you won'd get for your 
Pains.—Ah, Ned. | pity you I muſt confefs.— But Plague 


* 


on it, if you are ſo wonderfully ſmitten with the Wench, 
why don't you marry her. | 


Bland. Becauſe J am not at preſent poſſeſs'd of thoſe Re- 
quifites, that would be eſſential to our Happineſs, 6 
* Pat: That is alittle Money, I ſuppoſe. 2 
| Bland. V ou ſuppoſe right; wou'd the kind Powers be 
pleas'd to take that dear, pious, mercenary Uncle to theme 
ſelves, I ſhould be glad to fill up his Vacancy here below, 
without any further Confideration. e ee mad” 

Pin. Aye, my dear Boy, but your Uncle takes a deal of 
Care of his Conſtitution, and is as likely to live thirty Years 
longer, as yourſelf; you ſhou'd have taken better Care of 
the laſt five Hundred, Ned. : _ 

Bland. Why J confeſs if I had been as penurious as you, 
F probably. might have increas'd it to a Thouſand by this 
Time ; and neither have done myſelf nor any body elſe any 
Good with it. 85 5 3 

Pitt. If you had it now don't think you won'd do your- 
ſelf much Good with it by marrying Miſs Danbury, * 
. Bland. You are determined, 1 find, to do her no Good 
either by Word or Deed ; and therefore, Doctor, I beg you 
wou'd not give me any more ef your cool Opinions; ſince 
you cannot give her a gocd Word, you ſhall not dare to 
give her a bad ene in my Company without the warmeſt 
Pitti Well, well, mighty well then ; there let it drop 
there let it drop; in the Name of Goodneſs may not one 
talk of Matrimany without having one's brains beat out. — 
— 1 wiſh—T could meet with a good wife with all my 

Bland. And a ſpecial good Huſband you'd make, if vou 
thought you cou'd h her with kindneſe.—If I thought you 
ſerious, now, I would help you to a good one; but what 


will you give me for my trouble? 


Pitt. Give you? What do you call a good one tho? 
Bland. Ihe Lady is not very handſome to be ſure, nor 


pet very young; but ſhe is worth a confounded deal of 


Money 


er ————— 


Money I aſſure you, and ſuch a Woman can have not king 

bad about her I am perſuaded, at leaſt in your Eyes. 11 
Pitt. She cannot be bad that is certain, if ſhe is rich; 

(for Money was never beſtow'd on any but thoſe that were f 

good, and knew how to keep it when they had got it.) 
ut how rich do you think the Lady may be? 

Bland. Why, I have heard my Uncle ſay, that ſhe is 
worth Ten Thouſand Pounds at leaſt; but don't take the 
leaſt notice of it to him ; for he wants to get her himſelf ; 
only ſhe thinks him rather too old, Now ſuch a middle- 
ag'd Man as you, wou'd be the very Thing, Beſides ſhe 
was aſking me who was our beſt Inoculator in this Neigh- 
bourhood. I told her I knew a very infallible one, meaning 
you; and ſhe has been teazing me about you ever ſince. 

Pitt. Odds, ſo, but that is one of the moſt lucky Circum- 
ſtances that cou'd have happen'd, in my Favour. Where 
does the Lady live, and I'll pay her a vifit to-morrow ? 

Bland, Oh no, not for the World, ſhe has boarded ſome 
Time in a private Family in this Neighbourhood ; but as 
the major Part of them have not had the Smallpox, it is to 
be kept a profound Secret. of 45-5555 be : 5:1: :* i 

| Enter Peſtle. 3 . + = 

Pegęftle. Sir, there is a Gentleman below, deſires to ſpeak * 
with you, | ++ 1':t 
Pitt, Tell the Gentleman I'll wait on him immediately. 
Exit. Peſtle.] I'faith Ned if you can bring this matter ta 
ear, I'll make you a Preſent the greateft Gentleman in the 
Land wou'd not refuſe. ',, _ _ - Exit. Pitt. 

Bland. And that is a Pill, or a Doſe of Phyſic, to take 
when I am ſick, to make me the more ſo; for I know he 
has neither the Spirit or Reſolution to do any thing like a 
Man; the yellow Mammon has caught his Soul, and Ava © 
rice holds his Purſe Strings. I don't know what the Hopes 
of getting this pretended Wife may do; — but if he ſhou d 

put me to the Proof, I don't know where I ſhou'd find one 


$4738 


that would chuſe to throw herſelf away upon him. I muſt 

do ſomething to deceive him, hey? let me ſee, Egad I * 
'| | think I cou'd do very well for an Old Maid myſelf ; — an 
. excellent thought! — but what ſhall I do for a Dreſs? — == 
1 5 a Plague on't I have Intereſt enough among the fair Sex to 
I | et ſuch a Thing as that to be ſure. — The Old Maid ang 
2. Money is te Thing yet; Bait for * with 1 ; 

| | orms > 
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Worms, and a Miſer with Gold, and you are ſure to catch 


dem. I'M een go after the Doctor, and tell him F am going 
to the Lady directly. Exit. Bland. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Pittem. 
Pitt. So Ned is gone after the Lady. Ten Thouſand 


Pounds! a charming Sum, —napy, a Fortune; a very good 


Fortune of itſelf—let me ſee; Ten Thouſand Pounds; and 


Five Thouſand of my own, makes juſt Fifteen Thouſand 
Pounds ;— that will certainly enable me to keep a Chariot 
of my own, the Thing I have been ſtriving for theſe fourteen 
Years : for what is a Doctor without a Chariot? theAppear- 
ance of a Chariot is the Sign of good Practice; and it is a 
common Remark, when the World thinks you have much, 
you ſhall have more; and when but little, you ſhall have 
leſs. [a Knock at the Door] Pray walk in. 
| nter Hierapicra. | . 
O is it you, Mr. Hierapicra? what News, what News, any 
more Patients ? | 

Hi. We have juſt now loſt one, Sir. 

Piit. Loſt one! how do you mean? 

Hi. Dead Sir. | 

Pitt. Dead! 

Hi, I aſſure you, Sir, it it true. 

Pitt. O he muſt certainly have had the Itch or the King's 
Evil. What Noiſe is that? [a diſturbance without | 

Hi. Pefth and Ferry 1 fancy Sir, I left them in a high 
Diſpute. | | 

Pitt. Peftle and Ferry? 

Hi. Yes, Sir. _— | 

12 I wiſh you wou'd ſend Ferry to me, I want to ſpeak 
to him. | 

Hi. I will. Sir. | | [ Exit, Hi. 
. Pitt, The Deuce take me but I have walk d upon Thorns 
and laid upon Nettle-beds ever ſince I firſt heard of this 
Fortune, and I am terribly afraid that Old fly Uncle of 


ö Ned's will ſnap her up before me. 


Enter 


* ay , 1 . k "4 N — — — „ | 
0 — — . 2 — Seo ns, „ ——ñ — — * U p _ 


I 


| LES 
Enter jerry 3 
| Fer Did you want any Thins with me, Sit 3" 
10 itt. 2 my little Ferry ; your Maſter is not at home 
poſe. 

2 He was not when I came out. 

itt, Pray, Jerry, (I hope it is no ſecret) have not you 
a maiden LY of about forty, that often pays your old 


Maſter a Viſit ? 

Ferry. We have; Sir, _ fi 5 
Pin. Know you where ſhe lives ? J 
Ferry. A few Miles off. 1 
Pitt. You do not know the Name of the Place cher, : do "Mm 

ou? 3 
, Ferry. Why, yes I do: 1 1 


Pitt. Cou'd not you inform me chen! ? 1 
Ferry. I ſhould not chooſe to do ſuch a Thing, wiihout 1 
my Maſter's Authority. 1 
Pit. No pray what could be the Conſequence ? 1 
Ferry. A very bad one, Sir, for aught I know, as ſhe is 
a kind of a Sweet-heart of my old Maſter's, and is worth a 
Deal of Money; I don't know, if you ſhou'd find out 
where the Lady lives, but you may endeavour to rival him; 
the Conſequence wou'd then be very bad on my Side, I 1 


believe. 55 
Pitt. Why he mould never know who told me. 1 
Ferry, That he wou' d. WM 
Pin. Twill be impoflible man; ;—he never ſhall from 

me. 7 


Ferry. But in the Courſe of his Examination it won't 
come to my Turn, and then I muſt confeſs, or tell him a * 
Lie, which I will not do for you, or any Body elfe, and | 
therefore, Sir, to avoid any Apprehenſions of that Kind, 
it will be the beſt Way to ſay nothing at all about it. 

Pit. A ſtubborn ſon of a Gun. [Afd:. | You ſeem to have 
a great Regard for your Word, F-rry, and I applaud you 
For it though [ ſhould be glad to know one Thing how- 
ever, which can't be of much Conſequence to you, or Dan- _ 
ger to any Body—and that is, whether the Lady keeps 
much Company, or no ? = 1 

Ferry. Very little, I believe. 1 

Pitt. Hum—ah—ſhe has a pretty good Stomach, 1979 
3 8888 ” | 

| Ferry, 
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1 
Ferry. Sir? 
Pitt. A good Stomach I ſay. _ Es 
Ferry. A very moderate one, and as worthy a Lady as 

ever was born.— What a miſerable Wretch ! | 4/de. ] 

Pit. Is ſhe indeed; ſhe often gives you Money then I 
ſuppole ? 
Ferry. Sometimes, Sir—what a ſcurvy Scoundrel ! [afide] 


Pitt, Ha! 
| Enter Peſtle. 


Pefile. Sir, Mr. Blandford deſires to ſpeak with you. 
| | [Exit Peſtle. 
Pitt. Odds ſo, I'm glad of that—well Ferry, your Ser- 
vant, Iam glad to fee you. 

Ferry. Sir, your Servant — I am glad my young Maſter 
1s come to releaſe me, for I have been tir'd of my Compa- 
ny ſome Time. . I hope he will play his Part well, and 
work the phyſical Jeſuit out of a few Hundreds. [ A/id?] 

| Exit Jerry. 
Pitt. Oh! here comes Ned. 


- Enter Blandford. | 
Pitt. Welcome, welcome, my dear Boy, welcome, 
what News, what News ? 

Bland. What News Doctor? why ſuch News I believe, 
as will make you compleatly happy. 
Pitt. Then you have ſeen the Lad /. 

Blaxd. Ves that I have, and to ſome Purpoſe ; why ſhe 
will call upon you Tomorrow herſelf, Man. 

Pitt. Happy News indeed !- | | | 

Bland. But the Merrythought take me, now I think 
3 : did not forget to tell her your Name, and where 

ou liv'd. | 
l Pitt. O lack-a-day, lack-a- day now, was there ever any 
Thing ſo provoking in this World? | 

: Bland. Nay, upon ſecond Conſideration, though, I'm 
glad on't. | | 

Pitt. How ſo, how ſo, pray? that is ſtrange indeed! 

Bland, Why, becauſe I look upon it, that were ſhe to 


viſit you, the Buſineſs would be half done. 


Pitt. So much the better, ſo much the better, Man. 
Bland. And pray what am I to have for my Trouble ? 
| | 5 | Pitt. 


„ 


Pitt. Plague on't, have not I told you I would make 
you a handiome Freſent ? _ „ 3 
- Bland, Yes. But what Surety have I for that but your 


own bare Word, which I would not take for a Shilling, 


where Money is concern'd. I muſt have your Note, Doc- 


tor, I muſt have your Note. 


Pitt. And fo you thall: I will give you a Note of five 
Pounds on Demand, from the very Moment ſhe conſents 
to marry me. | 


Bland. A Note of five Pounds ; ſcandalous and pitiful ! 


— Wretch, Devil! why thou art a very Skinflint ;—five 


Pounds for ten Thouſand ' Oh, horrible,, horrible ! the 
very Summit of Meannefs !—A Gentleman who knew 
what Influence I had over the Lady, but this very Day, 
offered me two hundred Pounds, only to be introduced to 
ner Five Pounds for ten Thouſand! Doctor, your Ser- 


vant. [ Exit, Blandford. 


Pitt. Nay, but Mr. Blandford, hear me, hear me, [Sol- 
Inving after Blandford) Was there ever ſuch a hot-headed 
Raſcal ; *Sdeath if I ſhould loſe her now. . He talks of an 


Offer of two hundred Pounds, A great Sum! A very 


great Sum! But ten Thouſand -I muft outbid the Gen- 
tleman I believe; for if I ſhould read of Miſs Such- a- one, a 
maiden Lady of ten thouſand Pounds being married to 
oh, I thall go diſtraſted; the very Thought of loſing ſuch 
a Prize is worſe than being the next to the 10,0001. Lot- 
tery Ticket—But he is gone Where's P2/tle [rings the Bell 
and calli] Peftle ! Peftle From Fears and Apprehenſions I 
cannot keep a Bane of me ſtill. Peſle ! ] ſay; the Devil 
pound the Fellow, he can't hear Pe. — c 
Pet. wit heut.] Who calls? 
Put. Peſtle ! 
Peſt, [emering.] I, I, I'm a coming, Sir. 
Piu. Come along, then, you deat-headed Booby. 
. | | 


Pitt. Yes, Sir—what a Plague is come to the Fellow? 


Run after Mr. Blandferd, and tell him that I beg he 


would come back—ryz, run. „ 
Peſt. O, yes, Sir it has been done ſome Time. 


Fiit. Done! what's done, you Puppy, you? what are 
yoii talking of? | 

Pet. Sir | 

7027 Piti. 


3 * 


» 
** 1 
WW... 
& 
* 9 
1 
32 3%; 
£5 75 
2 
'% 
Z 
+8 


n —— I Sly 
n 5 2 
ü 

8 


ar Ss. 


e 7 2 2 * * 8 8 2 = 
SEEEIE os oo oo $5 en do 
T 


a. ” 2 " SY 35 + 
8 8 
S 
r 
" *. » 


qt > 3 un 
A 


1 


22 


ws 


"0p 
EC Tn 3 Fn 8 


=p 


r 
r 
* * Chg 4 


8 


q 
5 
1 
"BY 
+I, 
78 
. 
12 
1 
© 2 
3.7% 
* 
23 
8 
1 
os. 
- 1 
PRs 
: 
£ 
9 
71 
1 
1 
3 
4 
* 
&% 
PX” 
NY 
413 
*. 10 
FLOG * 
WW” 
—— 
* Pb 
4 . 14, 
„ 
9 
© 3. 
1 
7 1 So” 
” 1 L0G 
* . 
; 306 
$7" 
3 > 
[ ** 
2 ; 
; 2 
* 
1 2 
4 
Rv” 
5 
7,5 
* \ 
» wy 
a7 > ks 
bs 
vl 
2 
wy 75 
5 
181 N 
* : 
Be 
AY 


bee — IR 
e . 1 . 
— 0000 


e 
„ 3 


5 11 }) 

Pitt. I ſhall go diftraſted, —go to Mr. Blazdford,—no, 
no, no, go to the Devil you hammer-headed Raſcal, 
and I'll go myſelf. LY Exit Pittem. 

Pee. Poor Maſter is in a Paſſion, I doubt, and talks of 
going to the Devil, but mortar me if I follow him. 
c 5 . | { Exs: Peſtle 


The End of the firf ACT. 


ACTS CK NB 


Blandford Solus. 


| 1. glad my fair one approves of my intended Stratagem, 


however; but her Father's Letter aſtoniſhes me; it is 
ſtrange ſne never ſhew'd it me before; he informs her, 
but three Hours before his Death) that he had provided 
for her very handſomely; inſtead of that we find her deſti- 
tute and forlorn; and, by what I underſtand, Pittem was 
the only perſon that attended him in his lateſt Hours. 
*Sdeath, there muſt have been foul Play. Pirtem is either 
an errant Knave, or her Father muſt have deceived her; 
but when I compare the two Characters, the firſt Surmiſe 
carries with it many glaring Circumſtances, and the latter 
ſeems improbable ; 1 will not reſt till I am ſatisfied, 
Enter Peſtle with a Letter. | 
Peſtle. Sir, my Maſter deſired I would give this Letter 
into your own Hands. 2 
Bland, Very well —is he at home? 


Felt Ya, 0 5c: 
Blanaford reads. 
Dear Ned. | | | | 
* Have confidered of your Propoſal, and ſhall be glad 
** &4 to ſee you on that Buſineſs directly; I ſhall object 
to nothing that may prove to your Advantage, 
| | | Your humble Servanf, 
Tobias Pittem.” 


C3 Ho ! 


[Ex. Peftle. 


1 228 1) 


Ho! ho! have T touch'd you my little Skin-flint ?—This 
is an excellent Stratagem I find; but there muſt be no 
Time loſt in this Affair; 'tis the beſt Time to catch a Fox 
when he 15 hungry ; and fo MI be with you, my litle Doc- 
tor, in a Crack, Ex. Blandford. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Pittem and Peſtle. : 

Pitt, So Peſile, you ſaw Mr. Blandford ? 

Peſt, Yes, vir. 

Pitt And what did he ſay to you? 

Peſt, Mortar me, Sir, if I heard him ſay any Thing 
at all; 1 ſaw him open his Mouth and nod his Head, as 
much as to ſay it was very well; 

Pitt. But did not he ſeem pleas'd 2 

Pe/z. I did not ſtay to ſee, Sir, cauſe I thought it would 
be ill Manners. 

Piti. Poh, Pox, you Blockhead you! 

Pe/i. What do you ſay, Sir, has he got the Small Pox ? 
——_— Soul he had better have been inoculated. | 

A Knock at the Door. 

Pitt. Go and ſee who is at the Door, make hafte, ¶ Exir 

Peſile] What a blunder-headed Puppy tis his Deafneſs 
1s of little Inconveniency to me, however ;—for as Secrets 


are generally whiſper'd, there is but little Danger of his 


hearing any, and leſs of his telling *em ; * this Coun- 
try is the very Mart for Scandal. 


Re-enter Peſtle. 
rel. Sir, Mr. Blandford deſires to ſpeak whh.y you. 
Pitt. Tell him to walk up. [Exit Peſtle.] Plague on it 


what a flutter I'm in, were J going to receive a Challenge 


I could not be worſe. But here he comes. 


Enter Plandford. 
Mr. Blandferd, I'm ſorry I made 


Bland. Pray Doctor make no Ceremony, there 1 is no Oc- 


caſcon for it. 
Pitt. I'm glad on't; I was afraid T ſhould have found 


vou as I left you, full 'of Gan-powder, 


Bland. 
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Bland. No, no, Doctor, your Letter ſtopt all gear of Ex- 


ploſion. | 

Pitt, To tell you the Truth, I was under great Appre- 
henſions of your accepting of the Gentleman's Fropolal that 
you told me of. 

Bland. No, Doctor, though I received a letter from the 
Gentleman (ſince I faw you laſt) importuning me in the 
moſt preſſing Manner, to introduce him; yet, from the 
Regard I bear you, I was determined to give you the Pre- 
ference, and intended to have waited a Day or two till you 
had better confider'd the Matter. 5 

Pitt. That was acting the Friend indeed! but to the 
Purpoſe my dear Boy; you read my Letter I preſume ? 

Bland. I did. 8 | 

+ of And have you any Objection to a couple of Hun- 
dreds ? | | | 

Bland, Not the leaſt. £ 

Pitt, Then I think I have nothing to fear; no Doubt of 
Succeſs. | 

Bland. None in the World. | 

Pitt, Flea me, but I ſhall think every Hcur an Age till 
I ſee her. | wy 

Bland. So I ſuppoſe. | | | 


Pitt. Had I not better go give her an Invitation my 


ſelf; as I am an utter Stranger to the Lady, ſhe'll undoubt- 


edly expect that Compliment ? : 
Bland. I beg you wou'd not think of ſuch a Thing, but 
bleſs your Star that ſhe has conſented to vifit you; for as 
I have been acquainted with her from my Infancy, I 
think myſelf a tolerable Judge of her Diſpoſition. 

Pitt, Well, I ſhall be adviſed by you. ; : 

Bland. If you hope io ſucceed, I beg you would; one 
material Thing I ſhould adviſe you to, that is, not to make 


above twelve Hours Courtihip on't, for J have often heard 


her ſay ſhe could never bear to be courted above a Day, 
And this Reſolution the has taken (1 am informed) from 
being croſt in her firſt Love. „ : 
Pitt. That is an excellent Notion, I aſſure her; — for I 
ſhould hate one of your plaguy long Courtſhips myſelf; to 
have an hundred Fallings- out, and Fallings-in, in a Week; 
flying like Cats at one-another To-day, and breaking 
| | one's 


44. 14 1 


Heart to make it up again To-morrow. Sdeath 1 wor to 
ſee her. 

Bland. I'Il cure you of your Longing To-morrow, 

Pitt. To-morrow ? _ 

Bland. Aye, To- morrow. | 

Pitt. O brave ? it will be neceſſary to know what Time 
To-morrow, that | may be the better | 2 ag _ her Re- 
ception ? _ 

Bland. About Six, I fancy. 

Pitt. What, in the Morning? 

Bland. No hardly, Doctor; ha, ha, ha, ſurely you'll be 
able to ſurvive your Impatience till the Afternoon, 

Pitt. You'll come with her then, won't you? 

Bland. Not I, indeed; you'll court beft by yourſelves— 
Well, Doctor, your Servant, I've got a little Buſineſs to do 
for my Uncle, and muſt be gone; I ſhall hardly ſee you a- 
gain, till you have ſeen hs Lady, [Blandford going. 

Pitt. Bye, bye, well Succeſs attend thee. 

Bland. [returning] But Doctor, Doctor; there is one ma- 


terial Matter to ſettle before I go ;—the Note, Doctor, the 


Note. 

Pitt, O lack a day! right, very right as you ay. —1 
was in Hopes he had forgot that. [ Afrde. 

Bland. And another Thing I have to hint to you, wack 
will prove more to your Advantage than mine. 

Pitt. I'm all Attention. 


Bland. You muſt know I owe the Sum of 200%. to un. 


Buxly — 

Pits, Buzby ! 

Bland. That is the Lady s Name — now I hall give the 
Note to her, and pay off my Debt; and if ſhe ſhonld deſire 
you to make it into Money To-morrow, to ſhew her what 
a Principle you bear, you may pay it her, which will be 
only paying to receive again you know, Doctor. 

Pitt. With all my Heart; follow me into the next Room 
and III give FO the Note directly. 

Exeunt Pittem and 9 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Jerry with a Portmanteau. 


Fer. Lie thou there [throwing the Pertmanteau on the 
Ground] Ell e'en reſt me a little Mercy upon me, what a 
Parcel of Things have I got! a Gown from one, a Petti- 


what from another, - Odds my Life, but here comes Pele. 
| Euer Peſtle. 

P. le. Ah, Maſter Ferry; what is your Load too much 
for you; or are you (like the Man in the Story Book) 


praying to Tacos to carry it for you? 
Ferry. To Jacob? a pretty Story indeed to Fuve, you 


Fool you. 

[1 Peftle. To Fob? 

81 Ferry. To Jove, I ſay. | 

 _ Pzſtle, To Fowve ! ha, ha, ha; to Fove indeed, where 
** will you find ſuch a word in the Bible ? | 


have ſaid Harclus, [ Afraz 
Peſtle. Aye, in the Bible. . | TY 
Ferry. What do you make a Story Book of the Bible ?— 


Pray let us have no more of your Nonſenſe ; what do you 
think of your Maſter's being marry'd To-morrow ;—how 
do you like that Story ? 2 


Peſtle. Why very well if it ſhould prove a true one, and 


2 Wife, I hope ſhe will teach him to keep a better Houſe 
tian he does at preſent ;—our Bellies and Diſhes are gene- 
= rally empty. | e 


> a Voyage to the Indies than ſerve ſuch a miſerable Devil. 

bt Peſile. Why I have ſome Thought of leaving him to tel! 
BY you the Truth, and ſet up for myſelf, 

x Ferry. Set up for what? 

P-ſele. Why a Noculator, a Doctor. 


Ferry. You! a Doctor? ha, ha, ha, you might ſpread the 
Infection, believe, but you could never cure it, I am ſure, 


; 5 c . Peſtle. 


coat from another, Ruffles and Caps, and the Plague knows | 


Ferry. In the Bible — I'm wrong too I believe, I ſhould 


I believe there is ſomething in it too ! if he ſhould get him 


* Ferry. 1 hate ſuch mean ſpirited Chaps; I'd ſooner take - 


1 

Pf E. You are miſtaken, Ferry, you are miſtaken, I have 
got the Secret. 

Ferry. The Secret ! what of poiſoning People ? that's a 
common Secret enough, any body knows that. 
Peſtle. I wiſh I had the poiſoning of you for your ill 


Opinion. Pray why may not I hope for Succeſs as well 
as my Maſter ? once upon a Time he knew no more than 
myſelf. 


Ferry. Nay, as for that Matter, I don't think he knows 
much more now. 
: Peſtle. Why, as you ſay, I know a great deal; I had 
a, as good Learning as ever he had ; I learnt Multiplica- 
tion, Extraction Mortar me, bot here he comes. 
Ferry. Mortar me but here I go then, if that's the 
Cale tales up his N and ſo Mr. Peſtle, your Servant. 
| Exit Jerry. 


Hh Pittem. 
_ Pitt. Where have you been, you Blockhead, all this 


ine, 
Peſt tle. Sir, I was here. 
Pitt. You was here, pray what Buſineſs had you here ? 
| Peſtle. I—I-—I—only—Sir, you've got a Hole i in your 
Stocking. 
Pitt. And what's that to you ? 
P:ſtle. No, Sir, no, it's nothing new. 
Pitt. You im pudent Scoundrel you, Þ'll break your Head 
what do you mean by that? | 
Peſile. Nothing, Sir. 
Pit. Nothing, Sir ?—1 believe you've more Meaning 
than you ſeem to have [a/ide] but Pa ce you've put me in 
; Mind on't, you may as well go and buy me a new Pair ;— 
Here's two Shillings, let 'em be good ones, do you hear, — 
Stay, here's Sixpence more. I may as well have the beſt 
Pair at once, now I am about it, eſpecially as I ſhall have 
Company Tomorrow. Exit Peſtle. 


, 


him now, r > gee Recommendation—No, no, the Devil a 
Bit, I've no Notion of hurting myſelf by too much Good 
Nature. Bat if my Wife ſhould cuckold me, I ſhall pet 


my - 


Time? J have ten you to go of a hundred Errands for 


Nea, I ſuppoſe, thinks I'll be a mighty great Friend to 
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. 
myſelf finely laugh'd at: — Never mind that, I ſhall have a 
Salve for that Sore, | | 


My budding Horns ſhall never give me Pain, 
Ten Thoufand Pounds will hide the darkeſt Stain. 


The End of the Second ACT. 


. 
| Enter Peſtle. | To 
P#th. \ 1 7 As there ever ſuch a narrow ſoul'd mean. ſpĩ- 
TN rited Creature as my Maſter! He has pre- 
miſed me an old Coat of his this Twelve- 
month, which has been thread-bare theſe two Years; and 
never had the Heart to part with it yet; he's got a Lady 
coming To-day too, and I'm as ragged as a Braintree Beg- 
gar, I ſhall be aſhamed to be ſeen by any Body. It's my 
Opinion he's afraid I ſhall rival him, becauſe he knows 


that when I am dreſs'd, I look more like a Gentleman 


than himfelf, But here he comes. 


Emer Pittem. 
Pin. Run to the Door, Peſile, Some body knocks. 
Peſt. Ves, Sir. IS | [Ex. Peſtle. 
Pitt. If it ſhould be Mrs. Buzby, now—let me ſee, 
let me ſee—what Time is it ?—[looks at his Match.] paſt 
fix, by Jupiter!“ I think I look pretty well, ſhe can't find 
Fault with my Dreſs. 


| Re- enter Peſtle in a Hurry. 3 
Pe/i. Sir there is a Lady would be glad to ſpeak to you. 
Pitt. Hey, a Lady! Did you aſk the Lady's Name? 
Peſt. Ves, Sir, its Mrs. Buzgig. | | 
Fin. Buzgig, you Blockhead, Buzby. 

_ Peft, 


* 


— 


6 


Peſt. 15 Sir. 

Pitt. Run, give my Compliments to the Lady, and de- 
fire her to walk up. Now for my own Honour, and the 
Honour of the Faculty, Zoands I've got the Palpitation: 
of a Boy of fixteen, 'Sdeath but here the comes, and. a fine 
Preſence indeed. A Gen tlewoman eierv Inch of her take 
my Word for it. 


Enter Mrs. Bozby. 

Mrs. Bux, Sir your Servant, you Il excuſe my troubling 
you with a Viſit? 

Pitt. Pray Madam, I beg Madam, you wou'd not begin 
to apologize, the Honour you do my poor Houſe, is a 
Pleaſure, unſpeakable Pleaſure, Madam. 

Mrs. Buz, O Sir, I beg you wou'd not make me aſham'd 
of myſelf. 

Pitt. O confound it what have I ſaid now. [ Aſide] ſo 
that I do not make you aſham'd'of me, I ſhall be happy, 
[Tumbles backwards over a Chair, in making, his Obedience with 
an extroardinary Air, Mrs. Buzby cries out, | 


Pitt. I have made her aſham'd. of me now, and to ſome 


Purpoſe [ Aſide and getting up] 

Mrs. Bax. I hope Sir you have not hurt yourſclf. 

Pitt. Not in the leaſt Madam, not in the leaſt, I hope 
you will excuſe my putting you in a Fright. : 

Mrs. Buz. O my dear Sir, accidents are unavoidable , 
Perhaps you are in Love Sir; if ſo it may be eaſily ac. 
counted for; that Rogue Cupid generally leads his Peogle 
blindfold, for we often read of a Gentleman or a Lady's 
falling into a River, or, (from the meer Imagination they 
are looſing their Loves) tumbling out of a two Pair of 
Stairs Window. 

Pitt. I do aſſure vou, Madam, if Jam in love, tis with 
no one but yourſelf. 

Mrs, Bus. With me, Sir! in love with me? I am confi- 
dent, Sir, there is nothing about me, ſo attracting, that can 
kindle the leaſt Affection, at leaſt from ſo ſhort an Interview. 

Pitt. Ha i Diffidence, Diffidence, 8 n makes 


+ Merit look too coolly on itſelf. 


irs. Bug. Why true, Sir, true, 'tis very certain where 
thore is real Ability, Diffidence is ſure. to oppreſs it, and 
Jas gment is often referr'd to the vain and talkative Cox- 


coiab, while it ſets doubtful and timorous in- the Breaſt of 
| Mo- 
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11 
Modeſty,— But don't think, Sir, I meant to pay myſelf a 
Compliment by ſuch an Obſervation. 


Pitt. I do not imagine you did, Madam, but give me 


Leave to ſay, it is a very ſenſible, a nay a very excellent 
Obſervation indeed, Madam.—What a charming Tongue 


ſhe has, if I ſhould looſe her now, I ſhall wiſh I'd never 


ſeen her, : I Ale. 
Mrs. Buz. But Love, Sir, was not the Buſineſs I came 
here upon, it was of another Nature; my Buſineſs was of 
another Nature, quite, 8 
Pitt. No to be ſure, Madam, I had not the Vanity to 
e it was Love. Pray, Madam, what might it 
ez 


Mrs. Buz. Inoculation, Sir; — I have been under the 


| groomed Apprehenſions of catching the Small-pox, for this 
{onth paſt, it being a!moſt ſo generally ſpread about the 
Country; and as my Couſin Ned has perſuaded me that you 
have diſcovered a molt infallible Method of eradicating 
that malignant Diſorder, I have made bold to viſit you on 
that Bunge. | 
Pitt, Madam I am infinitely oblig'd to Mr. Blandford 
for his kind and generous Recommendation, and more ſo 
to you, Madam, for imbibing ſo good an Opinion of me. 
—Bat I cou'd with, pardon me, * 4 "5H I cou'd wiſh you 
wou d confent to evade the Subject of Inoculation a few 
Topic, Love. BEES, | 
Mrs. Bux. Sir if you can convince me that the Danger of 
the one is not more imminent to me, than the other is to 
you, I ſhall very readily comply with your Requeſt. 
Pitt, Then, Madam, | fancy I ſhall prevail with you. - 
Mrs. Buz. Pray explain youſelf, Sir. . 
Pitt. Does your Apprehenſions of the Small-pox give 
you at preſent any real Pain? 1 : 
Mrs. Bux. I can't ſay it does, Sir. 


Pit. But mine of Love, Madam, really does. 


Mrs. Fur. How can that be, Sir, even ſuppoſing me 
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the Object of your Affections, ſince both Paſſions proceed 
from Fear, yours of loſing what you never had, and there 
it ends, Mine, of catching that I wou'd not wiſh to have; 


which may poſſibly end in Death? But however, Sir, 
; a 


1 
4 


7 


ſince you are ſo very deſirous of continuing the Theme of 
31 Love, 


Minutes, and dwell a little Ionger on that more excellent 
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[ 20 
Love, I'll e' en ſet aſide my Apprehenſions a few Minutes, 
and liſten to you.—l fancy it will be beſt to ger that Part 
over firſt, leaſt I ſhould he diſcovered before I nail him for 
the two hundred. | | 6 
Pitt. Such a Condeſcenſion, Madam, beſpeaks you eve- 
ry Thing that's amiable, : „ 5 
Mrs. Bux. Sir, if I thought I was really ſo in your Eyes, 
I would endeavour to return the Compliment in the beſt 
Marner I con'd. | | 
Fut. If there was any other Way in the World more ex- 
preſſve than ſimple Words, I wiſh I knew it, that I might 
convince you, Madam, I really think yon, —nay, you re- 
ally are, the moſt amjable Lady I ever met with in my Life, 
and the only Woman I ever yet wiſh'd my Wife. 8 
Mrs. Lu. Sir! 15 
Pit Pardon me, Madam, if my Pafſhon hath made my 
Tongue o er- run the Bounds of Decency ; if I have offend- 
ed you, Madam, I beg your Pardon,-—but hope you will 
forgive me. | 
Mrs. uz. I believe the Doctor is in Love with me in- 
deed. (Aſide.) Sir, I forgive vou with all my Heart, but 
can't help thinking it the ſtrangeſt Thing in the World, 
that ſo flight an Acquaintance ſhou'd breed ſo ſtrong an 
Affection. 3 Cn ET, 
Pitt. O Madam, the very illuſtrious Character Mr. Bland- 
Ford has often given you to me, made me almoſt in Love 
with you before you came; but ſince I have ſeen you, I 
am in Love indeed, to find you ſo far exceed the beſt of 
Characters. 9 785 
Mrs. Bux. Sir, I am infinitely obliged to my Coufin 
Ned; but muſt confeſs he has always been very liberal in 
his Commendations of you I. „ 
Pitt. I am equally obliged to Mr. Blandford, Madam, 
but am afraid you have found that he has ſaid more in my 
Behalf, than you find true. » : | 
Mrs. Bus. Sir, I muſt confeſs J don't find that he hath 
deceived me in the leaſt. 90 7 
Pitt. Madam, you make me very happy, indeed. 
Mrs. Bux. I'm glad on't Sir, and ſhould be very glad if 
it were in my Power to make you always fo. 
| Pitt. That it is in your Power, Madam, there is 
nothing ſo fare. | COT — 
| rs. 


E 
Mrs. Bux. Then, Sir, you may depend upon it, I wilt 
do my utmoſt. i nas 
bit. But ſuppoſe, Madam, nothing would make me ſo 
but your own Perſon and Liberty. 

Mrs. Pyz. Sir, I ſhould have no Objectoin of reſigning 
them both, were I ſure they would make you happy. 

Pitt. I would venture my Happineſs, nay my Life, 
Madam, on ſuch a Reſignation; if you would venture to 

ive me your Hand on this fair Promiſe, I ſhall be com- 

pleatly happy. | 

Mrs. Bux. Then here it is with all my Heart; for to 
tell you the Truth, Sir, I have long been tired of the Ap- 
pellation of old Maid, and moſt terribly afraid of dying 


One. 


Pitt. (Takes her Hand and kiſſes it with great Eagerneſs.) 
And I do aſſure you, Madam, the muſty and fulſome 
Name of old Bachelor has been no leſs hateful to me, nor 
do I care how ſoon I pet rid of it. Yes 

Mrs. Fuz Though I can't help thinking but I have 
made too brief a Capitulation ; Forwardneis in Women 
generally gives Diſguſt. But to be plain, you muſt know, 
Sir, I hate to be courted ; the Hey*day of Youth is over in 
me; about ſixteen or ſeventeen Years, I us'd to take a 
Pleaſure in denying, on purpoſe to obtain a Number of 
new and uſeleſs Solicitations, till at laſt I teaz'd my Lovers 
out of Patience, _ | ; 

Pitt. Well I declare to you, Madam, I have been ſerv- 


ed ſo twenty times, for I never payed my Addreſſes to a 


young Lady in my Life, but betore 1 could ſettle my Af- 
fections, ſhe tired my Patience with a feign'd Coyneſs, 
giving me the greateſt Encouragement To-day, and To- 
morrow wou'd hardly look at me, *tilt I had dangled from 
Morning to Night after her, and all the Excuſe ſhe had for 
it was, —I ſhould not think her too forward, but I ſoon let 
her ſee I couldbe as capricious as herſelf. and fo broke her 
. onde with a cool billet-doux, and fare- 

Well, 
Mrs. Buz. I can't help thinking this Vifit was an arch 
Deſign of my Coufin Ned's, and to get us acquainted with 
NO Other View, than what it has turn'd out ; He's a —_— 
Creature! he has great good Nature, but it is great * © 
as 
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4 has not a little more Economy in regardto his Pocket; mo- 
nl ney's like chaff to him, it flies with every wind that blows. 
' Pitt, O that's an unpardonable Sin, Madam, in my Opi- 
HY —_— | 
= Mrs. Bux. And in mine too, Sir; though his great Fault 
0 is, I believe, being too charitable; he pretends that when 
he fees a Friend or a Neighbour in Diſtreſs, he can't fleep 
'till he has reliev'd 'em. | | * 
Pitt. Ah, that's an abominable Fault; for what is ano- 
ther's Poverty to me ? let every one take Care of them- 
ſelves I ſay. Beſides, giving to the Poor is the moſt un- 
profitable Way of beſtowing Charity in the World ; you 
are ſure of never having any Return, | 
Mrs. Buz. True, Sir, very true ; I've been obliged to lend 
him Money, at different Times, to theAmount of two hun- 
dred Pounds, though it went very much againſt me to do 
it, had he not been a pretty near Relation, I wou'd not 
have done it on any Account. But he has certainly a deal 
of good Nature ; and I know too that he'll pay when he 
has it, for I lent him a hundred and twenty Pounds before, 
and I muſt ſay he pay'd me very honeſtly again, with good 
Intereſt into the Bargain, But if I could get him to pay 
the good two hundred Pounds he owes me now, I ſhould 
hardly riſk any more with him, I think. | 
Pit. I'm glad to find yon are come to that Reſolution, . 
Madam, | aſſure you —once or twice a Perſon may do a F- 
ood natur'd Thing, but I'd have em beware of the third 5 
ime, leaſt they be flung at laſt. 20 
Mrs. Bux. He has no given me a Note of two hundred =_ 
Pounds on you, Sir; I'm amaz'd to think what he can have = 
done for it. | 8 | | 5 
Put. Why it was a particular Kind of Buſineſs to be f 
Fare, Madam, the Purport of which 1 ſhall make bold te 
z cquaint you with ſome other Opportunity. 
Mrs. Bux. I have no very great Reliſh for Secrets, Sir. 
Pitt. Then you are not a Native of this Country I am 
ſure, Madam; for the People here make it as great a Me- 
rit to diſcover the Secrets of their Neighbours, as the Aſ- 
| | tronomers do to diſcover new Spots in the Sun, and take: 
| as great a Pride in declaring em to the World. | 
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Mrs . Bus. That's a very deſpicable Character. Pray 
what Time of the Day is it? I muſt begin to think of going, 
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I promis d to call on a Lady in my Way home, upori fome 
ver) particular Buſineſs. I ſhould be glad now to know your 
Terms of Tnoculation, Perhaps it is not convenient juſt 
now, Sir, to pay the Note I mentioned. 
Pitt. Quite ſo, quite ſo, Madam, I have it at Hand, I 
am never ſo happy as when my Debts are pay'd.. 
Mrs. Puz. Nay, as for that Matter, if it had rot been 
convenient, you need not have been under any Uneaſineſs 


on my Account, Sir; it will ſave me the Trouble of ſend- 


ing to my Banker's To- morrow, that's all. 
Pitt. Here it is, Madam. | 72 8 
Mrs. Bux. And here is your Note, Sir, with a Receipt 
In full on the Back. To 
Pitt, Madam, I am very much oblig'd to you. | 
Mrs. Bus. O, Sir, it is I that am oblig'd. [Puts it in her 
Pocket. | | 
Pitt. Now, Ma'am, now for Inoculation ; when ſhall 
you be ready-to prepare. | 
Mrs, Pus. Immediately, Sir. 
Pitt. Very well, Madam ; you ſhall have your Medicines 
To-morrow Morning. 8 3 
Mrs. Bux. My Heart almoſt fails me already I declare. 
Pitt. My dear Madam you need not be under the leaſt 
Apprehenſions of Danger. It is the mildeſt undertaking in 
the World. I have had ſome hundred: thouſands under my 


Hands, but never had a Patient, while under the (Opera- 
tion, that had the leaſt Apprehenfions of Death, nor one 


that ever made the leaſt Complaint fince they left me. 
Mrs. Buz. Amazing! | | 
Pitt. It is amazing, indeed, Madam; but you muſt 


Imagine I have taken no ſmall Pains in the Studies of 


Phyſicks and Metaphyſicks, to have made a Diſcovery of 


this Nature. | 
Mrs. Bux. That is very apparent, Sir. | 
Pitt. I do aſſure you, Madam, it has been a Work of 


thirty Years Study. I have ſpared no Pains in conſulting 
| the. beſt Authors, and was at a vaſt Expence in travelling 


for Experience, to the moſt celebrated Capitals in Furcpe, 
and am happy to ſind at laſt that my Endeavours were not 
thrown away, but that my Diſcovery has proved of ſuch 
general Utility. | 
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Mrs. Paz. What an excellent Kusch the Doctor has at 


lying. (4/ide,) There is nothing more conducive to 


Happineſs, than the general Approbation of the Public, 
nor - A 2 ſo hard to obtain. 
Pitt. Very well obſerv'd indeed, Madam, but I 


can very well ſay, with a favourite Xathor of mine Suc- 


ceſſo flicitatibuſque.” And in another Part, where he 
compares a great Genius to a Sky- rocket, Skirockitum 


Skirocteribus. 


Mrs. Bux. So, ſo, the Doctor is going to purge me 
with Dog-Latln. (Aſide) Your Author's Excellence is 
thrown away upon me, Sir, I am quite a Stranger to Latin; 


French was always my favourite La ＋ „I ever conſi- 


dered Latin as too maſculine a Study for the Ladies. 
Pitt. Madam, there's ſuch a Melody in the Sounds !—but 


as you ſay, Madam, it may be too maſculine for theLadies, 


too ſonorous. 


Enter Peſtle. 
Pe. Sir, Mrs. 3 g bid me tell you ſhe was a-going, 
and defire you wou'd let her have the Lotzon with her. 
Pitt. Tell her III wait on her directly. (Exit Pefile.) 
You muſt know, Madam, the Lady is now and then trou- 
bled with a Pimple, and ſhe 1s terribly afraid of ſpoilin 
her Face; I promis'd her ſomething to prevent em, and 
dare ſay ſhe would not go without it for the World. 
Mrs. Buzz. I am fometimes troubled with 'em myſelf ; 


though I am not afraid that they'll ſpoil my Beauty, I 


_ you, Sir, — but — you really a Medicine of that 
in | 

Pitt. A moſt ne OM one, Maiam, ck beautifies the 
Skin, amazingly, for which I have had the King's Patent 
long ſince. 

Mrs. Buz. Vou muſt have a wonderful Knowledge i in 
your Profeſſion, Sir, to have been able to make fo many 
* and uſeful Diſcoveries. | 

Pitt. Tolerable, Madam, tolerable. : 

Mrs. Buz. And fo you have obtain'd a Patent, Sir? I 


2 ſhould like vaſtly to ſee the Nature of A Thing of that 


Kind. 
Fitt. Skou d you; Madam ? 
Mrs. Buz, I ſhould, Sir, I muſt confeſs, 
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„ 
Pit. With your Leave, Madam, I'll juſt go and ſend 
Mrs. Hugg off, and bring it with me. 
Mrs. Buz. Sir I am aſham'd of giving you the Trou- 
ble. „ 
Pin. Not any Trouble, not the leaſt I aſſure you, Ma- 


dam. : 


5 : Mrs. Buzby, ſolus. : 
Mrs. Buz. What a ridiculous Lyar he is! he knows no 


more of Medicine, than a Rat-catcher; about four Years 
ago he was nothing but a Horſe- doctor, or a Cow-leech ; 


I think I have nail'd the Fox though, but the ſooner I'm 
off the better I fancy. Here he comes again, 


Enter Pittem. 
Pin. Here, Madam, is my Patent—Odds, fo, hey ! 1 
am miſtaken, I fancy; Poh, Pox, what a Blockhead am TI | 


I've brought the Leaſe of my Houſe, [| /ays it on the Tabl.] 
Excuſe me, Madam, and I'll fetch the Patent in a Minute. 


(Exit Doctor) Mr. Buzby takes up the Leaſe (as ſhe 
imagines) | | | | 

Mrs. Bux. Now, thank my Stars, I have ſecur'd my Prize 
—— But I wiſh I was fairly out of the Houſe—and yet my 
Heart is wounded at the Deed, and tells me I'm to blame. 


The Doctor has forgot his Leaſe (takes up the Leaſe, as ſhe 
ſuppoeſes, and opens it.) Ah! what is here! by all my Hopes, 


Mr, Danbury's Will ! —— O thou pernicious Fiend ! 
Ves, thou curs'd Villain, it is a Leaſe which thou ſhalr 
.hold no more. What ſhall I do? I'll ſecure me this, 
however; and if he aſks me for it, I'll diſown it; I ſhall 


hate to trifle longer in this Diſguiſe. But here he 


” Re-enter Pittem. 

Pitt, I proteſt, Madam, I am quite aſham'd of myſelf, 
I have miſlaid my Patent by ſome Accident or gther, and 
cannot find it; if it were not for the Fear of tiring your 
Patience, Madam, I would go and make farther Search. 

Mrs. Buz. O by no Means, Sir, another Opportunity 
will do quite as well; — beſides, Sir, I cannot poſſi- 
bly ſtay any longer, I ſhall be benighted, and I am one of 
the moſt fearful Creatures in Nature, | 


E . 


LEx. Pittem. 
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Pitt. May Health and Happineſs go with you, Madam, | . 
good Night, good Night. | [Exit Mrs, Buzby. 


: Pittem Solas. f 

A charming Lady! an excellent Lady ! upon my Word; 
I have won her (as the Player ſays) all 'the World to No- 
thing ; what a lucky Dog I am ! But ſhe has ſnit me, ſhe 
thas ſmit me to the very Heart, and I love her from Top 
to Toe; now for my Chariot! and then I ſhall have no- 
thing to take Care of but my Health, and pray for a long 
Liſe; let me ſee who ſhall I employ to make it ? hum—O 
my old Friend Mr. Skeleton, ih Long-acre, he has got half. a 
Score of Children, and I'll inſiſt upon his having them all 
Inoculated in Return ; a good Thought, a good Thought, 
there is nothing like making one's Thought turn out to 
Account, [I'll take care Nobody ſhall get too much by me; 
I am never under the Neceſſity of laying out Money, 
but I can always find out ſome Way to get Part of it re- 
turn'd again. „„ | 


Scene 7he Sereer. Enter Jerry and Peſlle. 


Ferry. And ſo you have taken a Houſe then, hey? 

Paſtle. Aye and a good Houle too, | aſſure you. 

Ferry. A good Houſe? how do you mean? | : 

Peflle. Why you muſt know I hired it of a Methodiſt 
Preacher of my Acquaintance, that has loſt his Flock, 
poor Soul, it was formerly a- preaching Houſe, he was 
glad to part with it I believe, for you muſt know I have 
got the whole Houſe and Pulpit into the Bargain for 

wenty Shillings a Year. 

Ferry. How many rooms have you got in it tho“? 

Pefile. Why let me ſee, there is the Preaching Room, 
that's one; a Room vver that, that's two; then three's 
the Waſh houſe, that's three; and one of the moſt ſnuggeſt 
Rooms over that, that's four; a Stable and Hay-loft, 
which makes as you may ſay ſix Rooms. 55 


Ferry. And all for Twenty Shillings a Year t 
Pefile, What do you ſay it's dear? 


Ferry. 


— 2 mmm i _—y 3 1 8 s 
„ oa dr oo 7 1 © hoe 
p Fi 3 » 42 4 1 E * 7 * p i, ? _ "lia — 
. | * * 7 * | warmer Oy 


8 — 7 0 4 — 4 
o . 1 2 £ 7 \ N * a WT * - - 2 

: . — * 3 WW de — — 2 n _ 1 n ; y LE 

= bo * —_— 2 — 2 — n ww” MAIS 

%. 8 * hy GO SIR 


— 


LS. 
Ferry. No, I think it is very cheap. But if the World 
fhould expect you to write a Treatiſe by-and-by, what will 
you do then ? - n 
Peſtie. Why I can eaſily get Somebody to write it for me, 


when I have Money, and | ſhall get Laps full of that whea 
I ſet up for myſelf, | | 


Euter Pittem. 


Pitt, Set up for yourſelf, ha, ſet up for yourſelf! what“ 
the reaſon you can't keep within call? I muſt forever have 


vou to ſeek when I want you; ] do aſſure if you ſerve me ſo 


again, I'Il ſend you about your Buſineſs, Pray get you in. 
| Exit. Peſtle.] 

I ſhall be glad if you wou'd not keep my Man from his 
Buſineſs ſo often. [zo F-rry.] It wou'd better become you 
to ſtay at Home methinks and mind your Maſter's Buſineſs 
Sirrah, - : | [Exit Pittem, 
Ferry. Why you are a ſcurvy Fellow for your Pains now, 


Tt you had ſtay'd a little longer with your Sauce, in my 
Opinion 1 ſhould have been provok'd to have given you 


both a hearty Trimming. Bleſſings on him, here comes 
my young Maſter, I long to hear what News. 


Enter Blandford, and Knabbem the Bum- Bailiff, 
Bland. O here's Jerry; — you Rogue you I've been in 


great want of you. 


Ferry. I'm glad you have found me Maſter, I hope it is 


not too late todo you ſome Service —But J long to know 


how you have cook d the Doctor [Whiſpers Bland ford] 
_ Bland. Stay you hereabout with Knabbem within call, 
and [I'll make a Man of you yet Ferry. You ſhall know all 


preſently. [Exeunt Blandford at one Door, and Jerry and 


Knabbem at anorlier.] 


Scene Pittem's Parlour. 


2 Pin. Here, here, I got another Letter from that plaguy 
Girl, - I wiſh with all my Heart, I could get her tranſport- 


E ater 


ed, and then 1 ſhould be eaſy, 
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Enter Peſtle. - 


Pęftle. Sir there's Mr. Blandford below, deſires to ſpeak 


with you. . 
Pit. ! wiſh the Devil had him, I thought he would be 
here again, I've a good Mind to deny myſelf to him, he 
can be of no Service to me now. I'll ſee him this once 
and affront him, that he may not trouble me any more 


ee tell him to walk up. : [Exit Peſtle. 
hat can have become of my Leaſe, it gives me a deal of 


uneaſineſs to think I have loſt it ſo ſtrangely. 


| Enter Blandford. | 
Bland, Doctor how do you, Egad I am deviliſh tired, 
but was determin'd to call and give you joy, I don't doubt 
þut you have made a Conqueſt of the Lady. 5 
Pitz. Why yes Ned, I think I have ſettled that Buſineſs. 
Bland. I give you joy, Doctor J give you joy, and now I 
think I may venture to intreat you to do ſome little Ser- 


vice for poor Miſs Hetty. 


Pitt. I tell you Mr. e e again and again, I will 
have nothing to do with the Huzzy, and I am ſorry to tell 
you that you are become very troubleſome yourſelf, for 
ſoliciting. in her behalf. | | 

Bland. Then I am ſorry that I am under the Neceſſity of 
telling you, that you are an ungrateful Scoundrel. 


Pitt. You are a very impertinent Fellow Sir, and I de- 


fire you wou'd leave my Houſe this Minute, and never dare 
to ſet foot in it again. R | 


£land. Iwill, but not before I have convinc'd you that 


you are the greateſt and moſt ungrateful Knave on Earth. 


Pitt, I'll make you ſuffer for this Language, how dare 


you call me a Knave, Sir? | 


Blind. How dare I? Vl tell you how I dare ; becauſe I 


have found you to be an arrant Knave and Villian, 
Pitt. This is not to be horne. Here Hierapicra, Peſth: ; 

Enter Hierapicra and Peſtle] J deſire you wou'd take this 

Scoundrel by the Neck and Heels and turn him out of my 


Houſe ? 


Bland. What ho; Knabbem, Ferry, hollo'! [ Enter Jerry 
and Knabbem. ] ſecure this Villain, this notorious Thief. 
[Locks the Doors, Hierapicra and Peſtle fand aftoniſd, 


P itt . 
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Pitt, What do you intend to murder me ! O Mrs. Buzhy, 
Mrs Buzby ! 


Bland. I was Mrs, Buzby, that thou wouldſt have de- 


ceiv'd with a Thouſand ſcandalous Falſhoods, 


Pitt. Thou Mrs. Buzby, what doft take me for a Fool? 
Bland. Yes, but a knaviſh one, let me have been Mrs. 


Buzby, or no, you made me a Preſent of 200L. this After- 
noon, and here it is. 


Pitt. O Thief! Thief! give me my Note, or I'll have. 


thee hang'd. 

Bland. Thou art the Thief ; this thou gaveſt me, , which 
J will beftow to them thou oweſt i it (0, Miſs Danbury. 

Pitt. Owe it her? . 

Bland. Yes owe it ber. 

2 I ſay it is falſe ;, OI ſhall go mad. 

land. I ſay it is mus. 

Pitt. Thou art a lying Knave; and I'll have thes hang'® 
for ſtealing my Note. 
' Bland. Thou art a moſt infamous Fiend and I'll have thee 
hang'd for robbing a Lady of her whole Fortune. 
| 1 What Lady, thou Murderer, thou Cutpurie, what 
Lady ? 

Bland. Miſs. Danbury. ; 

Pitt. She a Huzzy, ſhe a Fortune. 

Bland. Ves thou Wretch, and here it is, here is the Leafe 
thou left behind. 

Pitt. My Leaſe, O thou Thiet ! haſt ſtole that too 

Bland. Look at it, do you know it? 

Pitt. [ H ftarts.} O horrible, horrible! what have 1 
done? what a curſt Miſtake was this! I thought the Flames 

had received that, and I have certainly burnt my Leaſe in its 
ſtead. aide he endeavours to ſnateh it out of Blandford's: hands, 
Bland. Hold Caitif, thou haſt miſſed thy Aim, thou 
ſhalt never ſee it more [he endeavours to make his Eſcape] ſe- 
cure him [Knabbem and Jerry hold him] 

Knabbem. Doctor you are my Priſones.” [the Packer eus 

great Confuſion and Horror! 

9 At whoſe Suit, pray? 


Knabbem. Mr. Blandford's, for five thoufand Pounds, 4 
three Years Intereſt. 


| Pitt. Mr. Blandford has no Buſineſs with her Fortune, or 
the Will, he only wants to cheat her, 


Pland. 
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Bland. Villain 'tis falſe, T have Buſineſs with 'em both, 
me is my Wife, my dear and lawful Wife, and you ſhali 
fad I will uſe my Authority in her Behalf, PET” 
Pitt. O dreadful, dreadful! © what a Turn is here! I 


mall die raving mad, my whole Frame is convuls'd already. 


* Hap >, 


land. Now Doctor, you may ſee that Juſtice was better 
acquainted with you, than you was with her, and tho' you 
thought you could have flung her, you are deceiv'd, for ſhe 
is always at an honeſt Man's Heart, and a Knave's Elbow. 
Pitt, O Mr. Blandford, 1 am convinc'd, I am convinc'd 
-1- "oP but pray on my Knees, I beg you will {pare my 
fe. - | 
1 Bland. And can you wiſh to live, beneath ſuch a Load 
of Ignominy? remember what Cruelty thou haſt been guilty 
of, to one of the deareſt of Women, and then beg to die; 
but if the Law wiel fhew thee Mercy, I ſhall be ſatisfied ; in 
ſuch a Caſe I wou'd have you to tranſport yourſelf to 
South Carelina, or ſome diſtant Land, that your Name may 
never be heard of more; you will ſtand a greater Chance f 
wak ng your Fortune there, than my poor innocent Girl, 
whom thou wanted to force thither, by ſtarving her'to it, 


. wliiſt thou wouldſt have baſely enjoy'd her Fortune here. 


O lavage Barbarity! the very Thought on't fills me with 
Vengeance, can ſuch a Wretch as thou art, hope for Mer- 
ey,. Foltice would accuſe me of Ingratitude, and forſake 
me, were I not to puniſh thee, Take him away, let her 
be obey'd 4 | : 
Piti. O dear, dear Mr. Blandford. ; | 
Bland. Out hypocrite, once more I beg you to carry 
him away. | . 


Ferry. Now Peęſtle, you will make your Fortune, you 


Have all the Buſineſs to yourſelf; come, come 2 Doctor, 


nabbem, 
| 4 and Peſtle. 
Knaves ſelf-ſecure, may for a Seaſon thrive, | 
And like the Fox their roguiſh Tricks ſurvive, 

Till Juſtice hunts em from their latent Holds, 

And to the World their Knavery unfolds ; 

In vain they ſeek for Peace, in vain they try, 

To 'ſcape unſeen, her penetrating Eye. | 


1 long to get rid of you. [Exeunt Pittem, Jerry, 


THE END. | 
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Pok xis on ſeveral Occ As IoNS. 


An Epiſtle to D. G. Eſq; 
M I not hope your Patience will endure 
The plain-wrought Offering of a Muſe obſcure. 
For once be pleas'd ſet Ceremony by, 

Nor think me wanting in Sincerity | . Y 
Becauſe I've ſent no ſtale Apology ; | ; 
Say, ſhall it be leſs welcome 'cauſe it came | \ 
Signatur'd by one beneath th' Heed of Fame ? 
Reduc'd by Fortune to an humble State, | 
Deny'd by Genius ever to be great. | 


Alas! I'm loſt in thinking what to ſay, 
Till Thought kills Thought and drives my Muſe away: 
At length I doze, and wander in my Dreams, \ 
Hunting new Epithets, Sentiments and Themes; 135 1 
Then pleas'd I wake, but find my Treaſures flown, 1 
Before my eager Hand can ſet em down. 3 


How hard to pleaſe myſelf what ſhall I do 
In ſuch a Caſe, how pleaſe the World and you! 


| 1 32 ] 
My fancy breeds apace, no Mortal's more, 
But then the Produce proves ſo very poor, | 
"Twill ſcarce deſerve Admittance at your Door, 
My Days, thank Fate, are well employ'd; at Night 
I ſpin a Rhime or two by Candle-light, 


To aim at Fame is dangerous indeed; 

Scores make Attempt but very few ſucceed. 
Far be the Thought, the fatal Thought from me; 
For ever let me boaſt Humility ; 

To pleaſe a few, and that ſame few my Friends, 
Will be the Summit of my Hopes, — my Ends 
Wou'd be fulfill'd, cou'd I with humble Stride 
Tread the ſmooth Plain with Hd by my Side, 


Let others try the lofty Hill to climb,' 
Soaring Scholaſtic *bove the Reach of Rhime; 
Clad in the Veſt of Sophs regardleſs ſtand, 
'The Praiſe or Cenſure of the Critic's Hand ; 
Thirſting for Pathos to confound the Senſe, 
Like uſeleſs Gew-gaws ſhaming the Expence: 
O be it mine to ſpeak i in Nature's Strain! 

At once to picture, and at once explain ;— 

No Pomp of Words cou'd e'er enrapture me, 
Like pure-wrote Sounds, in plain Simplicity, 

Io trace out Nature's wild and endleſs Scene, 
Her painted Vallies and her Wood lands green: 
There can I ſeek for Themes when Fancy dies, 
Walk thro: the Foreſt, and obſerve the Skies; 
Nor ſeek in vain—each Day ſends ſomething new, 
Some new-born Beauty riſes to my View, 


Cou'd 


1 

Cou' d Þ but ſteal the Art of 1 here 
Theſe Scenes in Verſe, as they to me appear; 
Had I the Power with that Art to pleaſe, 
Jo paint em well, and paint 'em too with eaſe, - 
Cou'd I like you, at once enſnare the Mind, 
Engage the Eye, and keep the Heart confin'd, 
And do it too with ſuch engaging Grace, 


With manly Strides the Paths of Nature trace, 
The Muſes then ſhould claim each Mite of Time, 
And every Thought I'd jingle into Rhime. 

Vain Hopes alas—But hopes are apt to pleaſe, 
And fancy'd Pleaſures ſometimes give us caſe. 
Credulity, a mild and fimple Maid, 

Too oft alas! by Promiſes betray d, 

Follows the Fantom Hope with Steps ſo faſt, 

Till Diſappointment, kills her at the laſt, 


| Ne'er let me be fo curs'd, as to depend ; 
Upon a Promiſe, or to loſe a Friend, 
Nor pin my Hopes too cloſely on the Sleeve | 
Of Old or Young ; I've found em both deceive ; 
The filver'd Pole is ap er e'er to fin, | 
Than he who ne'er felt Razor on his Chin; 
Old Age breeds Craft, and near his Elbow Chair | 
Sets Folly plac'd, his Favourite and Heir; f 
Peace to all ſuch, if ſuch can Peace enjoy 
Whoſe {hallow Promiſe tends but to deſtroy 
Their Neighbours Peace, —that Wretch I envy not 
Who boaſts a Name by broken Friendſhip got ; 
For ever will I bar my homely Door, 
Againſt the greateſt Knave ſo meanly poor. 
| r vers ban Conſcience 


* r eee den ————_— 


* "Þ 3 
Conſcience ſhall haunt the diſingenuous ſlave 
And Time ſhall lead him blindfold to his Grave. 


I paint to ſhew my Meaning, not confuſe: 
No Rogue to flatter, nor no Friend abuſe, 
The meaneſt Figure, claims as great a Share 
Of Skill to paint it well, as the moſt fair. 
But thoſe the meaneſt of the mean I call 
Who gain with all my Pains no Praiſe at all. 


I boaſt no Art, thence can no Credit loſe: | 


| You that by Nature have an Heart deſign'd 

| To hear and heal the Suff rings of Mankind, 
May you ne'er truſt the Wretch whoſe Friendſhip tends 
To no one's Good, but his own private Ends. | 


4 
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THE 
BANKSof CHELMER, 


HO' Hindſcr boaſts her Tyrants and her Kings, 

Her ſhady Groves, her Foreſt and her Springs ; 
Her lofty Temples, and her coſtly Gems, 
Her murm'ring Loddon, and her ſiſter T hames, 
Admit my Muſe, to tread in humble lays, 
And ſing, tho? lowly, in fair Chelmer's praiſe, 
What tho' thy Banks by Kings were never trod, 
No ſtately Savage grac'd thee with a Nod; 


Thou 


n 
Thou happy ſcap'd the arbitrary Frown, 
Nor felt the Curſe of being near a Crown, 


Once on a Time there liv d a rural Pair, 
The gentle Philo and Salina fair, 
The ſad Leander lov'd not more than he, 
When, arm'd with Love, he dar'd the raging Sea; 
No ftory'd Fair cou'd ever boaſt a Mind 
More pure; no Maid cou'd ſhew an Heart more kind 
Than ſhe; her Treſſes play'd about her Waiſt 
In flowing Curls; her Head, with Poſies grac'd, 
Like the fair Lilly eſſenc'd ev'ry Gale, 
While o'er the Lawn ſhe trip't, or thro' the Dale. 


On Chelmer's Banks the gentle Pair firſt trod, 
Ere this fair Land felt vile Oppreſſion's Rod; 
In golden Times, when Love oer Intereſt ſtood, 


And Stateſmen ſought their King and Country's Good; 


He tended Flocks, while ſhe the Diſtaff play d, 
Upon the Brow, or near ſome friendly Shade, 


Long had their Breaſt's felt Czpid's gentle Flame, 
And ſtiffd Love with common Friendfhip's name; 
Till burſting forth, the Blaze diſpell'd the Smoke 
And Phils firſt to his Salina ſpoke : m—_ 
We've long my fair Salina, trod theſe Plains, 

In Summer's Heat, and Winter's drenching Rains; 
We often ſteal the Honey from the Bees, 

And oft we plack the Bloſſom from the Trees, 
Their tempting Sweetneſs urge us to the Deed, 
But yet we find 'em cloy us as we feed. 

There grows one Flower, yet, that I revere, 
Survives in Bloom throughout tlie killing Vear; 
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Whoſe tempting Bluſh, and never-fading Smell, 
By far all Bloſſoms of the Spring excell; 
| Whoſe damaſk Leaves diſtill a balmy Dew, 
1 | That breeds Deſire, and maintains it too; 
I oft behold it as I tread the Mead, 
And every Day my longing eyes I feed 
With fond Defire ; till at laſt I pine, 
Sigh to myſelf, and wiſh the Bloſſom mine. 
Still muſt I pine, fill muſt I fighin van, 
*T'is ou muſt eaſe my; Hopes and cure my Pain; 
Within your Reach it hangs, within your Breaſt, 
To make me wretched, or to make me bleſt. 


* — 

N — 

* 
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Nay ceaſe to grieve, the fair Salina cry d, 
Have you e'er aſk'd me ou2it that I deny'd ? 
| Sure you have found me ſelfiſh and unkind 
| To think I bear about ſo poor a Mind: 
| Did ou a Lambkin or an Heifer chuſe, 

You never knew me ſuch a Boon refuſe, 

Then bring me, Pþile, wiiere this Wonder grows, 
Be it a Lill), Hyacinth or Roſe; 

| Be it the faireſt Bud that ever ſprung, 

6 The ſweeteſt Plue-bell ever Fair. rung, 

F Within my Reach, or in mv Power to give, 

If Philo aſk it, Philo ſhall receive. 


Thanks lovely Maid, but O! you'll change your Mind, 
When you this fair, this blooming Beaut; find. 


Nay doubt me not, nor yet my Truth decry, 
Let not my Word upon Suſpicion die ents 


Let 


K 1 


Let not your Thoughts be timid and unkind, 
Till I've my promiſe and my Truth declin'd: 
No tempting Sweet, no Roſe that ever ſprung, 
Shall make me faulter in my Heart or Tongue; 
Ne er let me tread theſe fertile Banks again, 

Nor walk with Philo o'er the verdant Plain, 
When I forget the Promiſe I have made, 
'Baniſh Salina to ſome diſtant Shade, 


" lovely Maid be ever, ever near, 
Shou'd you, ſhou'd fair Sadna diſappear, 
Theſe lonely Plains, wou'd be more lonely ſtill, 
And Burs and Thiſtles grow on every Hill ; 
To yonder Brook then let us bend our way, 
And there behold the Prodigy of May ; 
And there behold my Heart, my Soul's Delight, 
My wiſh by Day and all my Dreams by Night. 


| Methinks tis ſtrange that one poor ſimple Flower 
Shou'd o'er an Heart like yours obtain ſuch Power ; 
The Bee, tis true, and Butterfly will rove, 

And ſport around with animated Love, 

When ev'ry Flower riſing to their Sight, 


Invites the Heart and yields em new Delight ;=—— 


The Sun declines apace let's inſtant go, 
And try if I'll not keep my Word or no. 


Then ſtraight they tript together over the Plain, 
And Bands of Cpids follow'd in a Train, 
To bind two Hearts with Wreaths that never fade, 


And prove the Promiſe of a tender Maid; 


The 


| 1 
0 The Banks they reach, and next the cryſtal Brook; 
1 In which young: Philo bid Saling look. 


5 The Banks are tent and the Stream f is clear, 
; But yet I ſee Roſe or Lilly near, 
Some cruel Swain has ſtole it e er we came; 
In ſuch a Caſe can I be ought to blame ? 


No perfect Beauty of celeſtial Mould? 

See you not ſomething like yourſelf 1 ? 

The Subſtance of that Shadow I revere; 

6 Thou art the Subſtance, thou my boaſted . | 
'Tis thou muſt eaſe my Heart, or feat my Doom. 


| 
| wk 
| | | Say can you nothing in the Stream behold ? 


45 | | | Ungen'rous Swain, how cou'd 70u thus enſnare 
—_ With ſtudy'd Arts, a poor unguarded Fair ! 
} | | Am [ the faireſt Philo ever ſaw, | 
| Cou'd poor Salina ſuch Deſire draw? 
48 Alas! I grieve to think what I have done; 
| jd Things end in Sorrow that are raſh begun: 
7 Let me recall it, ſure I was aſſeep; 
8 Muſt I indeed my artleſs Promiſe keep ? 
N & | Muſt I perforce then give myſelf away, 
— { ; Io be the Idol of a ſingle Day? | 
1 | To be forgot if Phil ere ſhou'd fee, 
F Some other Maid, ſtill fairer yet than me? 
; But O] remember ſhou'd you ever find 
| Some other Maid, more fair, more true, more kind, 
Forget not then who once you deem d a Prize, 
Nor make your captive Fair a Sacrifice, 


i cn. — — 
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© never! never! talk not ſo again, 
Sich fancy'd Ills will rive my Heart in twain, 
Here do I vow, and when I prove unkind, 
Teem down ye Clouds, and unlooſe the Wind; 
Let forked Lightning thro' my Cottage ſhoot, 
And Thunder tear whole Foreſts by the Root ; 
Let every Lamb that in my Paſtures ſtray 
By turgid Floods be caught and walh'd away; 
Let me be ſunk in Famine and Deſpair 
Beneath the Horror of the warring air. 


Nay, gentle Swain, my Heart wou'd bleed to ſee 
Thee made the Spectacle of Miſery; 
Shou d thow prove kind, and keep thy Paſſion true, 
I wou'd not wiſh a fairer Swain than you. 


When I prove falſe, —but that can never be, 
My Health, my Life, my ev'ry Hope's in thee; 
If this fond Heart ſhou'd e' er a Traitor prove, 
And violate the ſacred Laws of Love, 

Let Shame be painted on my guilty Breaſt, 
And Sorrow hunt me from the Bed of Reſt. 
What ſhall I ſay —for OI cannot feign 
What I am not, were I the World to gain; 
What ſhall I ſay, to make my fair believe, 
Theſe Tears are real, 


Ceaſe, O] ceaſe to grieve; 
Here take my Hand, my Heart I wou'd reſign, 
But that has fled this many a Day to thine ; 


1 
My Breaſt, forlorn, oft led me to deſpair, 
Save when methought I felt my Phil's there. 


O!] let me claſp it to my panting Breaſt, 
Heal my fond Heart, and give it endleſs Reſt. 
Ye Woods and Vales, that heard the lovely Sound, 
Fe!l it in Ecchos to the Plains around; | 
Let the ſweet Woodlark raiſe his Notes divine, 
Telling each Swain that fair Callas mine. 


T H E 
ald d U Et 
To RE 
Merry Midnight Miſtale. 


ITH much Reluctance they have brought me here, 
To try your Patience, and to cure my Fear; 
But if, in trying, I ſhou'd chance to fail, 
You ſoon ſhall ſee me (Frenchman-like) turn Tail. 


Our Author's here behind in a ſuch a Taking, 
Scratching his Head, ſhivering and ſhaking, 
For fear his comic Bantling ſhou'd not pleaſe . 
He here preſents you with his Prologue Fees ; 
A little Canting and a thouſand Smiles 
For complimenting more khan Truth beguiles : 2 


80 


1 41 ] 
80 he, poor man! ſince Canting is the Mode, 
Muſt needs go plodding in the common Road 
Begs you'd permit his Brat walk unmoleſted, 
Shou'd the poor Thing chance to be diveſted 


Of Corgreve's Wit, or Drydin's nice Connection: 


For ſure the pooreſt Child claims ſome Protection. 


And if, in walking, it ſhould"chance to trip, 
Or, falling, cut its little Noſe or Lip, 


You'll pleaſe to fave the poor declining thing, 


By kindly catching hold the leading-ttring. 


Some proudly pleas'd in finding out a Fault, 
But moRly thoſe who can't digeſt a Thought ; 


Rude nature gave *em Rancour to condemn, 


But bury'd all their Candour in their Phlegm. 
Or (like enough) ſome ſage good Dame may frown, 


Diſpleas'd with every Notion but her on, 
Aad in her Pride, from pious Motives, ſay, 


«© There's nothing good can come from out a Play” 


And kindly ſhewing 'tis not from her Spleen, 
But judges wiſely what ſhe's never ſeen. 
For many Author's have unjuſtly ble d; 


Their plays being damn'd before a Line was read. 


The Actors too your candour muſt implore, 
If Actors thoſe who never play d before; 


UnKill'd, unſtudied in theſe Stage Affairs 
They've other Buſineſs to engroſs their care 


They only do it to oblige a Friend; 
No other Motive, ſecret Pride, or End, - 


Save this—to force a gentle Smile from you— 


We ll do our beſt— tis all the Beſt can do. 


THE 
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THE 


E PIL O GU E 


TO THE 


M. erry M. ianight Miſtake, 


Tell you I will- Plague on't I'm ſo teaz'd— 
The Author thinks his Firſtling has not pleas'd ; 
I ſay he's quite miſta en; but all wont do; 
He'll not be eaſy till he hears from you. - 
He wants poor me your Anger to amuſe, 
By trumping up ſome frivolous Excuſe. 
I fain wou'd lay it on the Ading now; 
But that is Modeſty will not allow— 
I'd lay it on the Prompter—if I knew how. 
You plainly ſee I've no Excuſe at all, 
The beſt way'll be to let the Curtain fall.— 
Yet hold I've ſomething yet to ſay—aye right; 
We'll do it better, Sirs, another Night; | 
We'll be more perfect, act with better Spirit, 
For Application is the Way to Merit. 
Fear*s the great Tyrant in a doubtful Breaſt, 
From thence our firſt Attempts are ſeldom beſt, 
Cou'd we have ated as we did intend, 
Not one Soul here but would have been our Friend. 
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Thanks for that Smile hy Jove mehinks I hear 
You kindly fay—**We need not be in Fear 


© Becauſe there's none but Friends and Neighbours 


here.” 
Thanks for this good Confeſſion, 'tis very kind, 
I long to carry this good News behind. 
They're all diftreſs'd to know what I have done; 
And I'm as much impatieat to be gone. 


9 CECCEEEs 


— 


N U 8 


To 
Redowald, a Maſque. 


IJ ERE it not, Sirs, impoſſible to find, 

| A Subject ſuiting ev'ry Readers Mind, 
A Prologue or a Preface would be vain, 
Becauſe we know that no one would complain ; 
And yet I've ſeen a well wrote Piece go down, 


And pleaſe (tho' rare) the better half the Town ; 


An half bred Prig, to ſhew ſuperior Skill, 

That ſcarce cou'd read, or knew the uſe of Quill, 
Has ſally d forth with Envy in each Eye, 

And Spight of Fate, wou!d Shame itſelf defy, 


And 
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And Critic like, to do the Thing he ought, 
Would find a Beauty in an errant Fault ; 
That not enough, to prove himſelf a Fool, 
Would murder Beauties by the ſelf ſame Rule, 
Our infant Author hopes his Piece may fall 
In better Hands, or elſe in none at all ; 

Juſt from the Lap of Genius bends his Way 
To fam'd Panaſſion Fields, where Poets ſtray; . 
But finds it cull'd and ſhorn, a barren Field, 
That's furniſh'd Ages, now will hardly yield 
A ſingle Shrub, but what we've ſeen before 
Be-clipt and turn'd, and twin'd into a Score, 
Such as they are he brings to public View, 
And if you find there's old ones with the New, 
Pray tell me, Sir, that famous Poet's Name, 
That living Bard that does not do the ſame. 
If near his Neighbour's Produce he intrudes, 
For Nature's ſelf has her Similitudes; 

The ſelf-ſame Thought might ſtrike both you and me, 
And I the leaſt ſtand charg'd of Piracy. | 

You've here in Hand a little moral Piece, 

Nor Stole from France, nor Italy, nor Greece, 

A Child of Fancy nurtur'd by the Mind, 

If bad comes on't 1 know 'twas well deſign'd, 
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Redowald, a Maſque. 


Com © ſome grave wit our Author's Piece decry, 
And damn the Plot from meer Acerbity ; 

Let gentle Candour riſe and take his Part, 

And own he's ſhewn more Genius than Art, 
To write a Play you'll own is no ſmall Taſk, 

Then what muſt be the Labour of a Maſque ? 
Fancy muſt aid the Bard where Nature fails, 
And daring Genius muſter all her Sails; 
Our nonag'd Poet unregarding Time, 
Slipt from his Wing ; and, touring forth ſublime, 

| Survey'd the Muſes with enraptur'd Eyes, 
Ador'd their Tracks and mounted to the Skies — 
Shou'd'it be ſaid Ambition was the Cauſe | 
That urg'd him firſt to write ;—or vain Applauſe ; 
Ere you convict him of a Thirſt for Fame, 
Turn to the Title, and find out his Name. 


— — — 
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The Pretty Maid of Chelmsford. 


Pretty Maid both kind and fair 

| Dwells in Chelmsford Town, 

Her pleaſing Smiles, her eaſy Air, 44 
Engages Fop and Clown, Being 
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Being accoſted t other Day 2 
By a clumſy Squire, N 
Who aſk'd her if ſhe knew the Way 
To quench a raging Fire. 


Water, Sir, reply'd the Maid, 
Will queneh it in a Trice, 

O no, ſaid he, you little Jade, 
I've try'd that once or twice. 


Then Sir, ſaid the, tis paſt my Skill 
To tell you what will do; 

I'm ſure, ſaid he, you know what will; 
There's nothing can but you, 


Alas-a-day what do you mean, 
Reply'd the pretty Fair ; - 
I'd have you try it once again ; 
| You never ſhou'd deſpair. 


Deſpair I cannot, cry'd the Squire, 
While you are in my Sight, 
Tis you muſt quench the burning Fire, 
You ſet it firſt alight. 


Then ftrait he claſp'd her round the Waiſt, 
And forc'd from her a Kiſs, 

Ho! ho; ſaid ſhe, is that your Tafte ; 
Then pray you, Sir, take this: 


And with a Pail, plac'd at the Door, 
She ſluic'd the amorous Squire; 

Youre welcome, Sir, to this and more, 
To quench your raging Fire. 


*% 


- — — 0 r. — 8 3 —— — * — 8 ” > 6: * Wa 
e * SOD 3 2 o - 3 * ne rt . Fo 
0 £4 . 7 2 * 2 * "1. bh DEPT. WY" r 1 ME _ - 
a — ls 1 p_ 7 " , 2 — 3 - l 


THE 


— * 


F 
1 tr 1 


DRAMATIs PERSON. 


Brainly, a Country Squire | Third Reaper 
Celon, a beautiful Shep- | Hermit 
herd 1 Alittle Boy, his Son 

Hylas, Father to Celonn | Traveller 
Simon, his Couſin Thieves | 
Truſty, Steward to Brain- | WOMEN. 

hb 1 Mrs. Brainly, Wife to 
Firſt Reaper | *Squire Bratnly 
Second Reaper | Eddie, her Daughter. 


 Houſebreakers. Attendants on. the Sgnire. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 4 Rum ia Brainly's Houſe. 


Enter Brainly, Mrs. Brainly and Truſty. 
Brainly. 


KEW KLong with Celen, ſay you? I'm aftoniſh'd! O 


* ſhe's a forward young Huſſy! but I'll ſtop her 
vx Wo Gadding ;—Are you ſure of this? [To Truſty. 
WISE Trufty. Yes, truly, Sir, for ſhe has been out 

| for this Month paſt, at four and five o'Clock 
in the Morning; I could = think where ſhe went to, till 

| | the 
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COTTAGERS, 
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the other Day when going o'er the green Paſtures; there T 
ſaw Cebu and ſhe, billing and cooing together like two 
young Pidgeons. | | 
Brain, Indeed? odds my Life, I remember now; — ah 
ſhe's a coaxing young Pug ; that's where ſhe gets her 
Poſies from I ſuppo'e, which ſhe comes holding up to my 
Noſe in a Morning, with a how do you do? my dear Papa, 


['Mrmicks her] O the Jade, | | 
Tru. | thought it were beſt to tell your Worſhip, leaſt 
ſome Harm might come of it. | 
Mrs. Brain. A mighty induftrious Soul indeed ! thou: 
had'ſt better have been minding thy own Buſinefs, I think, 
than to ſtrive like an ill-natur'd Fool to ſet my Child and 
her Father at Variance. . 


Brain. Hold your Tongue pray Madam, and let him 
ſpeak; he ſees her Follies, tho' you can't, and 'tis honeſt 
in him to tell me of them. | 
Mrs. Brain. Why ſure Mr. Brainly I may ſpeak in my 
Turn. 5 
Brain. Tis not your Turn yet Madam. . 
Mrs. Brain, I'm ſorry my Dear, to ſee you ſo angry;— 
don't: think that I approve of her Proceedings; no, far be 
it from me; but I can't help taking Notice how ready: the 
Fellow is to tell you of her Faults; for he ſees they 
work upon you to Exceſs, and you are as eager to hear 
what gives you ſo much Pain; if he had generouſly told 
me of it before, I wou'd have put a Stop to it ere now, 
and you might have efcap'diall this Uneafineſs ; for if: our 
Children are to bear the Cenſure of our Servants, what 
Child will eſcape Slander ? I don't doubt what he has ſaid 
to be true, but while he ſees it feeds your Anger, and he 
finds himſelf liſten'd to, he may turn Surmiſes into Facts, 
and ſhe may be ſtigmatiz'd where e'er ſne goes, as being 
guilty of what fle never dreamt of. 8 
Brain. Well, well, it does not ſignify holding this Ha- 
rangue about her, — I'm determin'd to have her kept at 
Home, and then I'm ſure ſhe'll be ſafe, let the World then 
ſa; what they pleaſe go fetch her hither Trufly, 
be: 156 . +. T Exat. Truſty. 
Mrs. Brain. Marry I doubt it much een then; and whe- 
ther the Creature (that has taken ſo much Pains to tell you 
her Faults) would not be the firſt in the World that m_—_— 
| rie. 
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ſtrive to make her guilty of another; for I know he's very 


ſweet upon her when our Backs are turn'd. 


Brain. Poh, Poh, what do you think the Fellow's a 


Fool ? . 
Mrs. Brain. No, 


ſet out already ? 


but I think he would make a Fool of 
you, and I and the whole Family, if he could. | 
Brain. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, I ſee you have ſome Antipathy to 
the poor Fellow, becauſe he's honeſt, and ſo want me to 
turn him about his Bufineſs ; but here he comes, ¶ Euter 
Truſty] well Sirrah, what's the Reaſon you did not bring 
Egdie along with you? 
Tru. Why in good Truth I cannot find her. - 
Brain. Not find her! why what the Plague is the Wench 


Tru. O yes Sir, ſhe's been up and gone theſe three 


Nours. 5 


| Brain. Has ſhe indeed? I fancy I ſhall fetch her home 
again in half that Time, if Cupid has not furniſh'd her with 
wings.—Come along with me Traſy.— My Dear you may 
expect us here again preſently. 


[Exeunt Brainly an 


Truſty. 


Mrs. Brain, I wiſh you Succeſs with all my Heart, — 
poor fooliſh Girl! I pity her; 'tis natural — for the Heart 
will follow where the Eye is pleas d. [Exit Mrs. Brainly. 


SCENE NI. 


Celon and Eddie ſeated in a Paſture. 


Edd. Tis the faireſt Morn I ever ſaw; I warraut they 
are all aſleep at home, but hardly dream that I am here 


with you. 


Celon. O let em ſleep until the Sun ſets again, then I 
ſhall have my Eddie with me all the Day. 5 


Cel. Thy Father and thy Mother ſleeps — 
| There Love has had his Fill; 

And Eddie to her Celon creeps, 
When all the Plains are till ; 


AIR I. 


pity me ? 


C501 


The Sun and Faaje riſe at once, 
And gild the Hills around; 
The Lark awakens at her Steps, 
And leaves the dewy Ground. 


My Lambkins ſkip at her Approach, 
And all their Dams look gay; | 

While Zephyr, in his airy Coach, 
Upon the Treetops plays. 


Ead. If my Father ſhou'd cer ſuſpe& my coming hither 
I'm affraid he'd never let me come again; wou'd you not 
Cel. 1 ſhon'd pine myſelf to Death, and be like a wan- 
dering Lunatic in Deſpair: for when you are from me but 
an Hour, I think that every Flower looks drooping, an 
every Bird ſets mourning for your Return. 
Edd. Be witneſs for me all ye Hills and Groves, how 
dear I prize my Celons Love, not all the wealth my Father 
boaſts ſhould rob me of that joy. as 


AIR II. 


Fad. O grant us thus to meet each Morn, 
| pon ſo fair a Plain, 
Where Linnets whiſtle on each Thorn, 
In Love's melodious Strain. 


While Celon whiſpers Notes more ſweet 
Than ever Linnet ſung, 5 
And thus each Morn ſuch Bleſſings meet, 

As fall from Ceælon's Tongue. 


Cel. Wou'd to-morrow were our wedding Day, I long 
to call thee mine, I've had ſad Dreams of late; but I hope 
they tend to nothing ill towards us. | 
Edd. Pray tell me what they were, and I'll be your In. 
terpreter. | | 

Cel. Not now my Love, they'll prey upon thy gentle 


| rm and daſh our promis'd joys. Let us go to yonder 


alley now, and pick the ſweeteft Flowers there, Blue bells 
and Violets, chat! may weave a Crownet for my Go. 
. | ade. 


„5 


Edd. Een where you pleaſe, nor will I &er complain fs 
go with you ;—here, [pulls out a Book) I've brought thee 
another Book this Morning, tis the prettieſt I could find; 
and thou ſhalt read it to me. 

Cel. You're ever kind — But I fear my Love you'll get 
ſome Anger from your Father, if he ſhould chance to miſs 
it — What is it you have brought me now ? 

Edd, The Nut-brown Maid. | gives him the Book] My. Fa- 
ther ne'er will miſs it, he minds nothing but his Horſes 
and his Dogs ; ſo pray thee ſet down and read it to me. 

Cel. Nay, but you muſt excuſe me now; I can read 
when you are gone ; now it will be killing too much pre- 
cious Time. N 1 5 


Cel. Whilſt thou art here I ceaſe to read, 
Throw by my Pipe, forget my Reed, 
Nothing on Earth ſuch Pleaſures bring, 
As when I hear my Eddie ſing; © 


But when thou'rt gone, I'll learn from this, 
When I no more can toy and kiſs, 

How other Shepherds bore their Pain, 
Untill they met their Loves again, 


Edd. Very well, Celon. | | | 
Cel. Nay be not angry, I own I'm much oblig'd to you 
for theſe Indulgencies; and but from the Inſtruction of 
thoſe Volumes vou have brought me, I ſhould have been a 
poor Companion for my Edie; they have, in ſome Mea+ 
ſure, taught me how to pleaſe ; to know my humble Situa- 
tion; bleſt when you are with me, and more ſerenely to 
bear the Pain when you are gone. | | 
Edd. Liſten ' liſten ! methought I heard the voice of 
ſome one near; and now I ſee em too. O, tis Traſty and 
my Father. oak 
Cel. They have beheld us, and 'twill be in vain to fly. 
Alas! what ſhall we do! — how cou'd this happen? 
| Brainly within.) I ſee you, you Jade, I'll top your Strol- 
ling, | will Huſſy: [Ezters] And as for th:e, thou Sheep- 
biting Dog, I'll have thee ſent into another Country, [takes 


ddie him, | 
Eddie from hin.] ki 


my Heart to leave em together again. 


3 

Cel. T matter not where 2 ſend me, or where I go, 
Fnce you have taken her away [/ookrng tenderly on Eddie. 

Brain. The Boy's certainly in Love; I'Gad it grieves me 
to ſee them look ſo pitiful at each other; I cou'd find in 

Tru. Aye truly *tis pity, Sir, but confider the Conſe- 
quence, it will be the Talk of. the whole ountry, that 
Squire 7rainly's Daughter is courted by a Shepherd. | 

Brain. Ods-bud and ſo it will; come, Huſly, come; 
thou may | ſtay behind and wine a little, | zo Celia. 

Edd. Dear Father permit me to take a parting Kiſs. 

Brain. A parting Kiſs ! what before my Face! why 
they've bewitch'd one another I believe! No, no, no, no 
more kiſſing here? come along; and if you can't live 
without kiſſing, there's your great Doll at home, you may 
Kiſs and hug that all Day if you pleaſe, come away I 


tay. 


Edad. O can you forget yourſelf, or did you never love; 


ſurely, if you did, you would not Practice ſo hard a Try al 
for ſo ſmall a Crime. | | 7 


ATR IV. 0 


Edd. Adieu my Love, ye Flocks adieu, 
Farewell ye happy Plains, : 
More bleſt than I, by far are you, 
While Celon here remains, 


Farewell ye little Warblers all, 

Ye Larks that upward riſe, 

No more ſhall J attend your call, 
Or meet my Celon's Eyes. 


Brain. Come along I ſay, or I'll break thy Neck. 
Czl. O do not hurt her, for indeed ſhe's done no Harm. 
Brain, If thou haſt done her none, I ſhall be ſatisfied, 
and III take Care thou ſhalt do her none hereafter. 
| | [Execunt all but Celon. 
Cel. This is the ſoreſt Wound I ever felt; would ſhe had 
ou born as poorly as myſelf, or that I had been a Squire's 
n. s | 


AIR 
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AIR IV. 
Cel. Unequal Fortune, equal Fate, 
Was ever Lot like mine? 


Thus high and low in ev'ry State, 
Beneath ſome Grief repine. 


The rich are curſt with Fears and Pride, 
The poor Man with Deſpair; 
The Lover's Patience oft is tryd 
By ſome unfeeling Fair. 


But mine's the worſt of Woes indeed; 
The Maid that I adore, 
Is by a Father's Hand decreed, | 
over to ſee me more. Exit. 


NE II. 
Brainly”: Hoiſe. Enter Brainly, Truſty, and Eddie. 


Brain. Here Mrs. Brainly we've brought your Daughter 

home, and I deſire you'll make it your Buſineſs to keep her 

there ſo long as ſhe lives, —what piping again, what the 
Devil ails thee now ? 

Edd. Have I not Cauſe to weep, to hear myſelf doom'd 
a Priſoner for Life, and by my Father too? 

Brain. You'd better be a Pris'ner here Huſſy, with a 
good Houſe over jour Head, and Victuals in your Belly, 
than ſtrolling the Mountains, and ſtarving under a Hedge, 
along with that Booby you'd: got along with this Morn- 
ing. | | 
Mrs. Brain, What cou'd induce thee, Child, to make fo 

ſtrange a Choice ? "0 
Edd. His gentle Nature, beſides he loves me dearly as 
himſelf. - | AE : 
Brain, No doubt but he loves himſelf well enough ; but 
what do'ſt think he loves thee for, hey, Fool? 
Edd, For loving him, which I will do for ever. 


Frain. 


[54] 
Brain. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, there's for you now ! take her out 
of my Sight, or I ſhall certainly do her a Miſchiet ; — O 
you wanton young Jade; go take her up Stairs, and lock 


her in her Bed-chamber direaly.  FfEx. Mrs. Brainly 
| ry ad Eddie. 


Brainly ſings. 
: AIR VI. 
Was ever father living, a 


So diftrei3'd as I; | | 
Theſe Women are deceiving 
As the very Sky; 
: They firſt look clear, 
And promiſe fair, 
Then rifes up a Cloud 
That covers all the Atmoſphere, 
And Thunders burſt aloud. | 
[Excunt Brainly, and Truſty. 


ay * * 
; : 


S C EN E v. 
Celon by the Side of @ Word. | 


Cel. I'll reſt me here a little; nothing chat I ſee or hear 
will give me Comfort now. | . [comes forward, 


e 
Cel. Full eighteen Years I liv'd in Bliſs fs 


| Upon yon verdant Plain, | 
From many a Maid I ſtole a Kiſs, 
But never felt a Pain; | 


% 


Till Eddy's Face I firſt beheld 
* T-knew nor Grief nor Care; 
My Eyes againſt my Heart rebell'd, 
It eber I ſhed a Tear, 


1 58 1 
Enter Hylas and Simon is Converſation, 


Hyl. I tell thee the Girl has made her Efcape from the 
Help of a Tree, that hung againft her Window, for ſome- 
body has told her that Celon was fled into another Country, 
and I am forely afraid I ſhall find it too true. 

Ce. True thou'lt find it indeed, if Eddie is gone, III 
fearch ev'ry Country round but I will find her. 

3 [Afide & Exit. 
Sim. Marry Luck forbid, Couſin, for I lov d him as if 
he had been a Child of my own, and did intend to leave 
him all I have when I die. | | 
Hyl. Ha, thou art very kind; for though I ſay it, he 
had as much to ſay for himſelf as the Parſon o' the Pariſh ; 
if I could but ſet eyes on him again, I ſhould be eaſy ; I 
han't ſeen him ſince four o'Clock in the Morning, and if I 
don't find him before night, I ſhall break my Heart. 
Sim. I'fecks I think I ſee him yonder, running acroſs 
the meadow, . / 

Hyl, Where, where. 

Sim. Yonder loo'thee 't'other Side that large Tree. 

Hyl. Odds Heart and ſo it is; pray thee Couſin, for thou 
canſt run faſter than me, go thou before and I'll after and 
halloo luſtily behind, | { Exeunt. 


Enter three Reaper. 


| 1ſt, Reap. Come along, come along, and be hang'd to 
you, what « yawning you make, indeed, why now becauſe 
you've got your Bellies full, I ſuppoſe you have not a Heart 
to go to work again. 3 | | 
zd. Reap. 'Swound what a Din thou makeſt indeed, thy 
Bawling beats my Yawning I'm ſure ; one would think thou 
hadſt not had thy Belly-full this Month paſt ; T'fecks I'm 
afraid thou art one of thoſe I heard our old Dame talking 
of t'other Day, more Noiſe than Work. | 
34. Reap. No, no, I ſuppoſe he only wants to get his 
Work done before he begins, that he may go a ſweet- 
hearting ; for as ſoon as he gets home he begins to make 
ſuch a waſhing and a combing of himſelf, with his Rib- 
bands at his Knees, and his _— at his Sho en, ** 
ne er 
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ne'er gives himſelf Time to eat or drink, but out he goes 
to roſey fac'd Sue, down by the Mill. | 


2 Reap. Aye, Aye, I ſuppoſe he gets his Belly-full 
there. I believe in my Heart Folks are bewitch'd, no- 


a-days, there's the Dickens to pay, about Celon and the 


Squire's Daughter; this Love's as bad as a Plague I think, 
its catching. | | 

I ws, + Take Care it does not catch thee then; t'as 
many a Time catch'd a wiſer Man. | r 

2 Reap. Pfecks if it does I know how to cure myſelf, 
1 LAMP 1 don't doubt but thou haſt a good Opinion of 

yſelf. = 

2 Reap. Marry if one don't like me, I'll ſeek out for 
another. X 

1 Reap. And love ne'er a one above an Hour. 


AIR VII. 


A fooliſh Lover like a Child, 

That with a Toy doth play, 
Who's gawdy Sides his Heart beguil'd, 
And pleas'd kim for a Day. 


But if by Chance his wand'ring Eyes, 
Another ſhou'd ſurvey, : 

The laſt is thought a. golden Prize, 
The firſt is thrown away. 


3 Reap. Heigh, ho! this Love is a ſtrange Thing 1 


think. 


2 Reap. No, no, there's nothing ſo common. I heard 


our Parion ſay the World was grown fooliſh, and this is a 
ſure Sign he ſometimes ſpeaks the Truth. TY 
3 Reap. Why ſo I think indeed, Celon muft be a Fool 


now to think of marrying the Squire's Daughter, I war- 


rant the 'Squire wou'd ſee him hang'd firſt, | 
2 Reap. And muſt not ſhe be a Foul to think of marry- 
ing Celan; why this makes good the Text; the World's 
grown fooliſh and they're two of the greateſt ; I think in 
my Heart they're even worſe than this Fool here. N 
| 1 ap. 
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1 Soy Fool! who doſt thou call Fool? if it were not 
now for loſing ſo much Time, I'd ſhew thee who was the 
greateſt Fool. | | 

3 Reap. Swounds what a Paſſion he's in, I've heard ſay 
theſe Lovers grow mad ſometimes, if you ſhou'd teaze him 
too much, perhaps he'll grow mad too, and then | ſuppoſe 
he'll be for biting. | 

2 Reap. Aye, aye, let him alone, let him alone, he may 
kiſs and court all the Guts out of his Belly for what I 
Care. | ; | 

3 Reap. Come let's to work again, or we ſhall have the 
Sun down ere we begin. 

2 Reap. Troth and fo it will, and it won't get up at thy 
bidding again, but that ſhan't give me any uneaſineſs: 


AIR IX. 


My Heart is my own 
And a Stranger to Care, 
Content is my Throne, 
I fit without Fear, 


At Night ] retire 
With Health and with Eaſe; 
The Laſſes admire, a 
And ſtudy to pleaſe. 


But if I don t find 9 
They U pleaſe in their Part 
T may fire the Mind, 
But ſhan't touch the Heart. 


9 


1 Reap. That was my Mind ence, but I cou'd not help 
changing it. 6 EK: | 
3 Reap. That's a ſure fign you kind of Creatures never 

know your own Minds. | 
2 Reap. Why that's true enough; Celon us'd to ſwear and 
Troteſt he'd never marry, and now you ſee how well he 
was his Word. | 


os. 3 Reap. And he may'nt be the happier for all he's ſo 


great with the Squire's Daughter; for they ſay there's no- 
thing but ſnarling and biting among the Gentry Folkes. 


R AIR 


(8 1 
AIR x. 


The Poor with Content 
Are richer by far, 
Than a King in his Tent 
Or a at the Bar. 
* c » 2 
No fear of being worſe 
Eier . his Breaſt 
Tho' empty his Purſe 
At Night he can Ref. 


No A o'erthrown, 
No cauſes ill try'd, 

Shall e'er make me groan 
Or turn for a * 


2 Reap. Hold, hold, 1 5 are theſe « coming acrofs the 
—_ Field. 
. Odds life I'll be hang'd, if it de ont, our Maſ- 
ter = is Couſin. 
22 Reap. Let us ſneak ot then 24 faſt as we can. 
1 Reap. No, no, they ſee us now, and we'd better ſtay 
and know the worſt on't. 
3 Reap. The Dickens take your ſweet-hearting I ſay, | 
ſuppoſe there'll be the Duce to pay. 
2 Reap. What a Fack of Fe s welook like now, 


Eurer Hylas and Simon. 


Hyl. What in the Name of old Nick 407 ye all here, 
has any ef you ſeen Celonlately? 

3 Det: No not we Maſter, we han'not ſeen him this 
two Da 


Hyl. "Why y go ſeek him hens ad he that finds him firſt | 


mall have a hollyday for a 
2 Reap. Shall he Maſter, Tfecks then I give a good 
Look out, and bring him home an I can. - 


Hyl- 


* 


591 
Hil. Away with you then. [ Fæeunt Reapers.] Come 
Couſin, thee and 1˙II go and get us a Horſe 2 a and 
we'll ſet out too; wayſt-heart I've run myſelf almoſt out 
of Breath already, and I don't know how ſoon I may want a 
little, [Exeunt Hylas and Simon. 


TRE END of TRE FIRST ACT. 


— i _ 


* = * Lang, 6? dn i ae. } „ * - * K nd _ — „ — — _— 
— —— 
* * 


„Aer un ECENE'L 


A Hermit's Cave. 
A Hermit, and Crito a little Boy his Son appears. | 


| Crito. 
Vouve often told me, I ſhou'd ſee the Place 
1 where I was born, and where my Mother died: be- 
lieve me Sir, I ſhould like it much; I think I've ſeen it 
an hundred Times in Dreams already, and if indeed it be 
ſo pleafing in Reality as in Dreams, I'm ſure it muſt far 
excel this {ad dwelling. | 
Herm. Tm afraid indeed thou'll think it fo, therefore it 
is, I fear to let thee go. 1 
Crit. Why fear? do you think I wow'd not come 
ain. 5 5 | 
Herm. I hope ſo, but there's a thouſand little Play-fel- 
ns wou'd rival me, and thou wou'dit want to ſtay thee 
there. 
Crit. Indeed they ſhou'd not, I'd rather ſtay here all my 
Days than'you ſhou'd be in Fear. 
Herm. Thou'rt my Cherub again for that; and e'er a 
Month I'll let thee go. [Eddie croffes the Cave} 
Crit. O well-a-day, do but turn about, and ſee what's 


ſling *croſs the Cave. | 
n ofs the Cure. 263 


I 


Herm. A Woman, or a Fairy, I'll ſpeak to her how- 
ever. | | 
Crit. Believe me Sir, but ſhe ſeems in Sorrow, 
Herm. Peace with thee fair one, if thou wilt deign to 
tell, whither doſt thou ſojourn ? „ 
Fad. Alas! I cannot; firſt tell me Stranger, who e'er 
thou art (for thou beareſt the Face of Friendſhip) didſt 
thou not ſee a lovely Shepherd, ſad as myſelf, paſs this 
Way. | 5 
Herm. In truth fair Maid no human Form fave this of 
thine has paſs'd this Cave theſe many Years. 
Edd. Alas! I'm fore diſtreſs'd. 
Herm. If thou dar'ſt truſt me with thy Story, I'll promiſe 
thee all the Aid that I can give. i 
Edd. I thank thee; nor do I think that I ſhou'd fear to 
truſt thee, for thou bear'ſt as kind a Face as e' er I ſaw, ſave 
his I look for; for O he is the gentleſt Swain that ever 
ſmil'd on Maid, I firſt beheld him tending on his Father's 
Sheep upon a Mountain's Brow ; he humbly bow'd and 
with a gentle Look he ſtole my willing Heart, and I as 
willing gave my Hand; he knelt and kifs'd it; and, with 
more than Shepherd's Grace, told me how much he lov'd; 
L.believ'd him becauſe! he wept, then ſigh d and took 
Leave; but ev'ry -Morning cer the Sun beams kiſs d the 
dimpl'd Brook, I ſtole to him again, ſo happy we like two 
fair Veſſels on a calm Sea borne long ſail'd together; till 
my Father's angry Hand like a rude tempeſtuous Wave 
daſh'd us both aſunder. ; 
Herm. Alas I pity you, what was your Lover's Name? 
Edd. Celon. I.sCrito weeps.] 
Herm. What is it Child that makes thee weep ? | 
Crit. The Story that ſhe told you. 3 
Herm. I love thee for thy Mother's Spirit, juſt ſo wou'd 
ſhe O erflow when e'er ſhe heard of ſuff ring Virtue. 
Fad. I love him too for his friendly Tears, come and 
let me kiſs thee; my Heart is full of Gratitude, but I've 
no means of Recompence, ſave Tear for Tear, Alas! I 
muſt yet go on, for while I live, I will purſue my Love, if 
ever I return, I'll make you ſome Amendes. 


- * * 


Crit. Pray don't go, my, Father will be very kind. 
none Aer Y 


Herm. Let me intreat you to ftay a little, this little Boy 
is my only Child, the only Comfort I have on Rs ano 
a 
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ſhall attend you; there is a . by whoſe lofty 
Head o'er looks the country round for many a Mile, chi- 
ther ſhall he go, and with his young diſcerning Eyes try if 
he can't ſee which way your Celoz wanders ; I prithee Crits 
go this Inſtant and if thou ſhou'dſt any one chance to ſee, 
wind thou thy Horn and becken them to ſtay, Exit Crito] 
mean while I wou'd adviſe that you retire into yond 
Harbour and reſt yourſelf, till I go and ſeek for ſomething 
that may comfort you, 

Edd. Indeed you are too kind, I have not deſerv'd theſe 
Indulgencies from you, but ſince you have promis'd me to 
be my Friend, I do not know a Time that I ever ſtood fo 
much in need of one. | 

Herm. Be chearful, and doubt not, but ere long we ſhall _ 
hear ſome tidings of your Celon. | [ Exit Hermit. 

'Edd, Then you will be a Friend indeed. 


AIR XI. 


Sings, Ye nodding Foreſts verdant Plains, 
Ye limpid Brooks that murmur by, 
In your Retreats there yet remains 
A Friend to ſad Calamity. [ Exit Eddie. 


SCENE IL. 
A Heath. Enter Brainly and Truſty, Ee. 


Brain. We re certainly on the right Road my Lads; but 
hold, who have we here, a fellow Traveller? perhaps he 
may give us ſome Intelligence; Il enquire however. 


| __-_.._ Enter Paſſenger. 
Save thee Friend, whither beſt going | 
Paſſen. To the firſt Cottage I can find; for | have had a 
long Day's Journey of it, and have not ſeen a Dwelling 
where I cou'd get me any Refreſhment. 


Brain. 
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* 4 Drain Nor didſt not meet with any body on tlie 
? | | 
Paſſen. Yes wayftheart a lovely Youth almoſt in Def- 
> 


yr "PR And didft thou not ſpeak with him then ? 

1 * Yes, that I did, and wiſh I cou'd have been his 
riend. | | 
Brain. Why? what was his Complaint then ? | 

Paſſen. Alas-a-day, he told me he had loſt the ſweeteſt 

Maid on Earth, and came this Way in Search of her. 

Brain, Did he ſo? *Slife that muſt be Celon, here I'll 
give thee this Purſe, if thou'lt tell me where he's gone, 

Paſſen. Alas, I cannot tell thee, for when I could give 
him no Intelligence of his Love, he left me; 1 ſtood awhile 
and watch'd bim, and when he got to yonder Oak that 
dipps his Brim into the Brook, he ſat down and drank of 
the cold ſtream, then roſe again and made his Way to 
the' top of yonder Hill; and turning round ſeem'd to 
ſearch with his Eyes all the Vales below. Anon (as if he 
had ſome one ſeen) he hurry'd off again ; but deſcending 
on the other Side I loft Sight of him. | 

Brain: We'll after him directly; as for thee my Friend 
thou wilt find a Cottage hard by, take this and get thee 
ſome Refreſhment. | 

Paſſen. Good Luck attend thee for thy Kindneſs. 

| Exit Paſſenger. 
Brain. Come along Lads we're upon the right Scent, and 

if we ſhou d ſtart this Puſs we'll run her down and take her 

home alive. | [ Excunt Omnes 


s CE N E III. 
| The Hermit: Cave. 
Enter Hermit and Eddie. [Crito i: ſeen by 'em,] 


ews. 
Edd. I doubt there's none of Celon. 


Herm. Doubt not, [Enter Crito] wel Darlin : 
well what haſt ſeen. OP ON 5 | 


Hern. Lol here comes Crito, I hope he brings ſome 


Crit. 


„ 
Crit. A Man, who is making towards the Cave; I ſaw 
him ſtraying near the mighty Cliff; and then, as you de- 
ſir'd, did wind my Horn; I wav'd my Hand, he anſwer'd 
thus, and then ſet off with Speed this Way. | 

Her. Now what think you Fair-one ? 1 

Ead. It certainly is my Celon, and yet I think it moſt 
impoſſible, but if it ſhould ſome other prove, I fain would 
not be ſeen. 7 
Herm. Therefore leaſt it ſhould, I would adviſe that you 
retire again into the Cave, 'till I have made ſome ſure 
Proof it is your Cælon. | 
Eda, I will, —but pray if it ſhould prove my Love in- 
| deed, let it not be a Moment ere you call me forth 

again. . | 
Herm. You may be aſſur'd of that; haſte, haſte, me- 
thinks I hear his Foot-ſteps near already. 

Edd. I'm gone—Alas I tremble ſo my Legs will ſcarce- 
ly bear me. | EE. [Ex, Eddie, 

Crit. See Father, he's entering the Cave. 

Herm, He bears the Form that ſhe deſcribes. | Enter 
Celon] Welcome Youth, moſt welcome, I invite thee 
for my Gueſt ; thou feem'ſt aweary ; I ſhall be glad to be 
thy Comforter. | | | | 

Cel. 1 thank you—weary I am indeed, in Search of what 
J fear I ne'er ſhall ſee again. | 85 | | 

Herm. Never deſpair, nothing is ever loſt beyond our 
— but Reputation. Is it for the Living that you 

eck? N „„ | 

Cel. Living ſhe was laſt Night, and well. 

Herm. It is a Woman then; what is the fair-one's 
Name ? | | | 

Cel. Eddie. Fair as the criſtal Stream. Hermit 

f . | | whiſpers Crito. 

Herm. You'd know her then, no Doubt, were you to ſee 
her? | | 

Cel. Why do you aſk me that? Is it poſſible I could not 
know the Thing I ſaw but Yefterday ? 

Herm. Say, do you know that Fair-one ? [Crito and 

| | Eddie appear. 
Cel. Know her! O ye miraculous Powers, tis my Ed- 
die ! | He runs and embraces her, 

Edd. Celon ! O] ſcarcely can believe that I'm awake. 

; * Herm. 
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Herm. I bear Witneſs you're not in a Dream, and am 
. glad that I have partly been the Means of all this Happi- 
neſs. | | 
Cel. O may you be bleſt with every Thing that's good, 
What ſhall we do to make you amends ? 
Herm. I am amply ſatisfied in ſeeing you ſo happy. 
Edd. He ſhall be our Father and we will ſtay here all 
our Days, and Cr:0 too ſhall be my Brother. 3 
4 Herm. Say, Crito, wouldt thou not like to have a 
iſter ? | 1 | 
Crito Yes, and I ſhould like to have a Brother too: | 
Herm. 'Tis well reply'd ; but now it grieves me that I've 
no Diſh, but homely Fare, that you might eat with me. 
Cel. We are in no Need; this is Feaſt enough for me, I 
have no Room for any Thing but Love, 


N 
Singt. The Heart when thirſty with Deſire 
No Draught can quench the burning Fire, 
Until the Spark that caus'd the Flame, 
*Preſented to the Eye again; 
But when it comes again to View, 
The Soul with perks ee will renew 
It's native Eaſe, and fill the Breaſt 
As mine is now, with Edie Bleſt. 


Edd. I feel no Pain, nor Hunger, but my Sighs have 
made me thirſty. | | 

Herm. Go, Crito, to the Spring, and haſte back again, 
{ Ex. Ctito] Pardon my offering you ſo cool a Cordial, it 
is the beſt this World affords me, 


Edd. It will be receiv'd as kindly as the moſt coſtly one; 
and on Condition I might ſtay me here with Celen, I could 


content me with it all my Days. 
AIR XIII. 
Eddie I will ſtay here all my Life, 
When T am my Celon's Wife; | 
| We ll 


—— 


„ 
We'll taſte each Spri 
And dance and ſing, * 
Acrxoſs the Hills fo green; 
Thou ſhalt be my Lord and King, 
And I will be thy Queen, 


Celon. At Night when all the World's aſleep, 
I'll go fetch thee all my Sheep; 
Pll watch the Dams, | 
Thou feed the Lambs, 
And ſo we'll ſpend each Day 
Our Father here ſhall join our Hands, 
And thou ſhalt cry obey. 


Edd. I'm glad they've drove us hither now, for here we 
can love in their Deſpite, nor fear their parting us 


again, 


Herm. I fear the Trial will prove worſe than the Idea; 


the hard Means of Life you will be oblig'd to ſubmit to 
here, will, I fear, daſh your future Hopes ; but helieve 
me you are welcome as the Morning. 


Cel. We are aſſur'd of that, and free from Danger, they'll 


hardly find us here — therefore we'll riſque whatever elſe 
may happen. Fn 


AIR XIV, 


Cel. Since Luck has brought us here together, 
| I fear nor Cold nor ſtormy Weather, , 
With this lov'd Mate, 
I fear no Fate, 
That may hereafter threat my State. 
The Hand To Day that brought us here, 
May ſend us Comfort all the Year 


8 Returning home from the Well I ſaw four Travel⸗ 


lers coming on this Way; and, ſeeing me, they ey'd me to 
the Cave. Hp 
Nn. 


. NCT * 
1 


_—__ * 
„ — 


E 
Herm. More Miracles ? *tis very ſtrange, I now begin to 
fear ſome ſad Event. N x +. 
Cel. Some Travellers J ſuppoſe that have loſt their Way 
and follow'd Crit for Intelligence. | 
Herm. Some Ignis Fatuus ſure has drawn the World this 
Zad. Let us retire. 
Cel. Be not afraid my Love, we've no Enemies here. 
Brain. [within.) Here they are my Lads, here they are; 
make Haſte or they'll give us the Slip again. [Eddie fain!s] 
hey day, who have we here! [Enter Brainly and the reſt fo l- 
lowing him.] | 7 . 
Tru. The Devil and one of his Imps, I believe, only 
they've hid their cloven Feet. | 
Brain, Odds heart my Child is dying, help ſome of you 
help, to hold her up. —O thou damn'd Dog, I wifh thou 
hadſt been hang'd a Twelvemonth os thou'ſt kill'd my 
Child, thou haſt thou Dog, [puſhes Celon away. F my Dear, 
my Eddie, {Eddie coming 10 Life] poor Creature! how ſhe 
pants! ſoftly, ſoftly, ſhe's coming to herſelf again [ fanning 
her with his Hat] how is it with thee ? thy Father is not 
angry with thee Child, come, come, don't be frighten'd, 
thou ſhan't be hurt. Tg | 
Edd. (weeping) My Father! O well-a-day—where is my 
Celon, you wont kill him I hope. | 
Brain. Kill him? no not I! tho' I don't care how ſoon he 
were hang'd, | | 
Edd. Alas, alas, you ſaid you was not angry, and now 
you've forgot your Saying, | 1 | 
Brain. No, not with you Child, I came to fetch you 
home ; but we'll leave him to find his Way himſelf. 
Edd. Nay pray let him go with me too. EY 
Brain, No, no, not J indeed, I'm not ſo fond of his Com- 
any. | 
a Edd. Nor wont you let me ſee him when at home? 
Brain. Not if I can help it, we'll have no more viſiting 
of Witches and Wizards here ; nay he may be the Devil 
for ought I know. 
Edd. Did not you ſay juſt now you wou d be kind? 
Brain. So 1 think, I am for taking you away and car- 
ry in g you to a good home again. WR 


Edd, 


1 


Ead. If that is Kindneſs, I'd rather you wou'd be un- 
kind, and let me ſtay here all my Life, 2 
Brain. So I ſuppoſe; no, no, I did not come all this 
Way for nothing, ſo come along, ſince you don't know 
"when you're doing wrong, I ſnall make bold to tell you 
when you don't do right. | ; 11 

Edd, Farewell my deareſt Celon, farewell, I ſhall 

Brain. Come, come, no whining, a ſhort Parting's al- 
ways beſt, ſo help me ſome of you to force her away. a 

51 Exeunt Brain ly, c. with Eddie. 

Cel. Farewell moſt lovely Maid, my Heart ſhall follow 

_ thee where'er thou goeſt,—O moſt unnatural Father! 


ATR XV. 


Sings, O Cupid God of Love 
Take now a wretched Pair 
Beneath thy friendly Care, 
Uſe all thy Art, while now apart, 
To keep us from Deſpair. 


Protect that lovely Maid 
So injur'd and oppreſs'd, 
In Love ſo much diſtreſs'd, | 
She 1s ſo meek, her Heart will break, 
Except by thee redreſsd. 


Herm. Alas I pity you from my Heart, and wiſh I couꝰd 
adminiſter ſome Comfort to your Sorrow, let us retire into 
the Cave and compoſe yourſelf a while. 

Cel. No I will follow her, whatever fate befall me. 

Herm. Whither wilt thou go? Night will o'ertake thee 
cer thou canſt reach thy Father's Dwelling. ” 
Cel. Aye and ſo it will if I ſtay here; I thank thee for 
thy Care, but I can no where reſt if Edaie be not near, I 
thank thee for all thy Friendſhip, think me not ungrateful, 
thus to leave thee, but when the Heart is from the Body 
torn, the Spirit toon muſt die; therefore I muſt follow, a 
kind Farewell to both, my Heart is now ſo full of Grief, 
that I can nothing ſay ; but once more Farewell. | 

T9 | [ Exit Celon. 


Herts, 
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Herm. Farewell kind Youth, and may'ſt thou never meet 
ſo hard a Trial more; O wretched World, I have felt thee 
ſharp as the keen Air, and now methinks, I ſee myſelf in 
this ſad Youth, a goodly Heart overwhelm'd in Grief ; 
come, Crito, we'll in and reft, thou ſee'ſt what it is to mix 
with Man ; how hard they deal with one another, | 

| | [Excuat Crito and Hermit. 


THz END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


erm SCENE I. 


10 A Moonlight Scene. Celon under Eddie's Window, 


Celon. 


[ERE refts my Zadie, wou'd ſhe knew that I were 
here, it wou'd not be long cer I beheld her. 


— 


AIR XVI, 


Sings, Thou Silver Moon, O lend thy Aid 
And light me to my charming Maid, 

Send forth ſome Power from above, 
. And help me once more to my Love. 


O tarn her cruel! Father's Heart, 
Fet Mercy touch the hardeſt Part; 
: et Pity ſtop his fiery Rage, 
And think on Eddies tender Age. 1 
9 Hier. 


[ 69 ] 


Enter Three Robbers, at the wes Door, trying to break into the 
: . 0e. ü * 

Cel. Alas, I am betray d, and yet they're Strangers all 
to me; I fear ſome ill Intent, they re breaking open the 
Door; I muſt interpoſe leaſt my Edie ſhoa'd be in Dan- 

er. [They enter the Houſe} hold you there, what mean. you, 
y entering the Houſe in this Manner, and at this Time 
o the Night? bo x 

r Houſe Br. Knock him down! Knock him down ! ſi- 
lence him or we ſhall miſcarry. | 

2 Houfebr. You proceed, — I'll manage him I warrant 
me. [Two of them enter the Houſe, the other flays behind and 
attacks Celon ; Celon di/arms him, and afterwards knecks him 
down with his own Weapon, then purſues the other two into the 
Houſe : mean while the other erawls off the Stage, and makes his 
Eſcape, —there's a great Buſile within| | 

Brain. [within] Bring em along Lads, bring em along. 


\ 
\ 
\ 
* 


Enter Brainly in his Shirt, Mrs. Brainly, and a Number of 
Servants, in great Cenfuſion, with the Rogues, and Celon as a 
= Confederate. | 
Brain. We've ſecur d the Villains, hold up the Lan- 
thorn and let us fee who we have got ; 'Sdeath and Hearr, 
why this is Celan! Run Wife directly and ſee to the Girl, 
ſhe may have been in the Plot, and made her Eſcape for 
what 1 know, [Exit Mrs. Brainly.] Ho, ho, young Gen- 
tleman have we caught you; what, becauſe I wou'd not 
let thee ruin my Daughter, thou and thy pretty Comrades 
came to cut my Throat; but PH ſtop your Courſe I af- 
fure you now ;——what break into my Houſe at Midnight! 
O you Villain, you damn'd Dog; this is your Love too 
the Devil take all love Affairs I lay, . 8 
Cel. You ſay fo now, Sir, becauſe you're paſt em. | 
Brain, And ſo ſhalt. thou be ſoon; if I don't have thee 
hang'd, Fll give any body leave to hang me; —go one of 
you and get a Halter and tye em all three together, lock 
em in the Barn or the Stable till by and by, and I'll ſettle 
Accounts with 'em all, „ (Exit Servant 
Cel. As I hope for Mercy —— 4 
Brain, Mercy! O yes, a deal of Mercy, thou ſhalt 
be hang'd, and that will prevent thy doing any more 
Miſchief, Come bring 'em away. | 
. [Exeunt Brainly and the reſt. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Mrs, Brainly and Eddie. 


Edd. To Priſon, did you ſay Mamma | 
Mrs. Brain. They're all confin'd in the Barn or Stable 
together, and that's much the lame, your Father's de- 
termin'd to have em all hang'd | 
| Edd And Celan too? ſhe weeps) | 
Mrs. Brain. Why does not he erte i it Child? ö 
Edd. J hope not, I am ſure he ne er mean't Harm. 


AIR XVII 


Why thus ye Powers do ye firive 
To heap Diſtreſs on me alone, 

While Mercy in your Breaſts ſurvive 
Let all my Grief his Ills atone, 


Let not your Vengeance fall ſevere 
Upon two Lovers ſo diſtreſs'd, 
O now releaſe my Celon dear, 
And pluck the Sting from Eddies Breaſt. 


Mrs. Brain. Here comes thy Father and Hylas, there'll 
be a ſtrange too-do I ſuppoſe! _ 


Edd. 1 fear ſo too, | 


Enter Brainly, Hylas, and Troſty, 

Brain, So Miſs Thrifty thou'rt up I ſee — tis a EP IM 
thou'ſt not been out a Wooing e'er now; but I ſuppoſe 
thou waits for thy Deary's coming to thee this Morning ; 
and therefore Tl fend the Gentleman an Invitation my- 
ſelf.—Truſy, go take ſomebody along with thee and fetch 
thoſe Hang-dogs to me (Exit Truſty 
1 * I hope your Worſhip will have Mercy on my poor 

oy 
hy Yes if he deſerves it, not elſe I aſſure you. 
Hyl. Ah, but conſider, 


Brain. 


1 
Brain. I do conſider, and pity thee with all my Heart; 
wou'd not have ſuch a Son for the World; and I think 
the ſooner you get rid of him the better, —He muſt be 
_ with according to Law ; and that, I fancy, will hang 
"wig | N 
Hyl. O Law! that ever I ſhou'd have any thing to do 
with thee? O my poor Boy who ever thought thou wert 
born to be hang'd ! rates | 
Edd. Hang'd'! my Celen hang'd ! 


Brain. Hang'd, aye and thee too, for aught I know, for 
being his . | Fe IS SOTO: 


Edd. O ſpare his precious Life! 


ATR. XVIII. : 


If not my Celon, pity me; 
Behold me at your Feet, 

While thus upon my bended Knee, 
Make not my Woes compleat. 


Will you throw that Roſe away, 
That once you thought ſo ſweets 
And let it wither and decay, 
Like Daſies under Feet. 


Brain. Get out of my Sight. 8 
Mrs. Brain. How can you plead fo Child, for one that 
came to take away your Father's Life? | 

Hyl. Her Father's Life no, not he poor Soul. 

Brain. Oh here he comes, — now let him plead for him- 
felf, [ Enter Truſty, Celon and Houſe-breakers] a pretty 
fet of Fellows truly. | ; i 

Hyl. Wayſt-heart bow he looks; O my poor Boy [runs 
to Celon] what has bewitch'd thee to bring theſe Troubles 
on thy poor Father's Head ? | 
Eda, Celon | 

Brain. Get away Miſs Fitchet ; keep Silence till I exa- 
mine 'em one by one.—Y ou Fellow in the black Coat, do 
you hear; Hem, hem.—l admit thee King's Evidence, — 

| Rand forth, and ſpeak like a Man, ſay what were your In- 
tentions for breaking into wy Houſe fo abruptly; oo 
; min 
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8 you ſpeak the Truth, the whole Truth, and nothing 
but the Truth. 

iſt Thief. I will and pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Brain. Well mind you do.—Proceed. 

Iſt Thief, Our Intentions were, and pleaſe your Worſhip, 
to have plunderd the Houſe, forc'd away your Daughter 
and to have murder'd all thoſe that interpos d. 

Brain. There's pretty Fellows for you, there's pretty _ 
Fellows.——Now Neighbour Hylas what do you think of 
your innocent Son? theſe are all his Contrivances. 

Hyl. Good lack, good lack-a-day, I know not what to 
think, I'malmoſt beſide myſelf. 

Cl. If your Worſhip will pleaſe 

Brain. Hold your 'Yongue, Sirrah, till it comes to your 
Turn, if you interrupt me again, I'll ſend you back with- 

out any further Examination, Well but again ſay who 
was the Contriver of this dreadful Plot. 

iſt Thief, No one here, and pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Brain. No one here —take care, if I find thee deviate 
from the Truth, I'Il have thee hang 'd up directiy—ho 
was it then, and where is he? 

1ſt Thief. He can tell you beſt [pointing io Celon] we left 
him and the other ſcuffling at the Door together when we 
two enter'd the Houle. 

Brain. Who do you mean, Colon? 

Thief. I don't know his Name; I know I felt * weight 
of his Fury; — twas he that gave me this Cut o the Head. 

Brain. Odds Heart how is this lwas not he in the Plot ? 

1ſt Thief. No and pleaſe your Worſhip (if I muſt ſpeak 
the Truth) had it not been for him we ſhould have carry'd 
our Point. 

Hyl. Huzza!, huzza! what think you of my Son now ? 
what think you of my Son now ? 

Brain. I don't know what to think, this is a Point 
wov'd puzzle a Lord Chief Juftice ,—ſtay, {tay, I've ſome- 
thing yet to ſtart, what Buſineſs in the Name of old Nick, 
cou'd he have there at that Time o the Night ? 

Cel. Waiting in hopes to ſee Eadie again, 

Brain. Was that all? 

Cel. Yes as I hope for Mercy; —I had ſcarce been there 
a Moment, ere theſe Ruffians came, accompany'd with an- 
other; who (Are theſe two enter'd the Houſe) they left 
to 
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to encounter me; but I proving Conqueror, left him on 


the Ground; and in purſuing theſe was taken Priſoner as 


an Accomplice. | 
Brain. Is all this really true, you Sir? (zo the 1ſt Thief.) 


iſt Thizf. Yes in good Faith, every Word. 

Brain. Why then he deſerves her, were ſhe a Princeſs ; 
--- 4am her Boy, and a thouſand Bleſſings go with you 

oth. | 

Cel. Ten thouſand Bleſſings, and Thanks in Return. 

Hyl. Let me give my Bleſſing too, - ma; you be as hap- 
Py, as the King and the Queen, —odds Heart I ſhall jump 
out of my old Skin again. (gives a caper.) 


Brain. Take this Fellow to Priſon, the other I ſet at 
Liberty. | 
2d Thief I have aDemand on yourWorſhip before I go ; 
will your Worſhip ſtand to your own Words. 


Brain. Thou ſaucy Raſcal, doſt thou think a Man of 


Character, a Juſtice of the Corum dare break his Word? If 
thou ever find me breaking my Word, III give thee Leave 
to ſend me to Priſon in thy ſtead. N | 

2d Thief. Then you mutt either hang Celon, or give me 
Leave to hang your Worſhip. 

Brain, What does the Raſcal mean ? 

2d Thief. Your Worſhip promisd when we were firſt 
taken, that if you did not hang him, you'd give any body 
Leave to hang you ; now, if your Worſhip will forgive me 
my Sins, I'll pardon you. | 

Brain. *Sheart I believe he has me, and for thy Remem- 
brance T'll forgive thee, ſo get thee gone about thy Buſi- 
neſs. (Ex, Thieves.) I plainly ſee if a man was to be ac- 
countable for all he ſays in a Paſſion he might be hang'd 
preſently. Come this has been a ſtrange Day ; but now 
we'll have nothing but Dancing and Feaſting for a Week. 


Hyl. Odds bud Lad thou'rt made ſor ever. Madam 


Brainly J muſt have a Buſs and wiſh you Joy of a Son. 


(kiſſes her.) | 
Mrs. Brain. I'm overjoy'd too, to find that we are all 


deceiy'd. 
Cel. And I'm overjoy'd after all my Fears to find that I 


70 not deceiv d, for I've got in Reality all I ever wiſh'd 
or | | N 
wa Alk 
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AIR XIX. 


Like Sailors ſurrounded at Sea, 
For ever tween Hope and Deſpair; 
But when they the Harbour once ſee, 
Away flies their Troubles and Care. 


And ſoon as they ſtep on the Shore, 
The Comforts ſtill greater appear; 

They reliſh the Bleſſing the more | 
By thinking they once were in Fear, 


Brain. Ah you young Rogue, you've chang'd your Tune 
8 Hylas give me thy Hand, I'l] make thy Son a 
Squire. | | Ty 

Hyl. A Squire! hearſt thou that Lad? wounds and 
W herrykins thou'lt be as great as a Lord by- and-by. 

Cel. I'm as great already in my Opinion, at leaſt I'm as 
happy I'm ſure, | | | 

£4d. And I'm much happier. EE. 

Brain. Heaven bleſs you both, you've fought hard for 
one another ; well have a merry Wedding on't. pg 


AIR XX. 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd in my Life, 
At making of Huſband and Wife, 
Tho' I've been at full Threeſcore,} 
I neer ſaw a Pair, N 
That promis'd ſo fair, 
In all my good Days before. 


l. Here comes Couſin Cjmn ; here Coufin, here Con- 
fin, here's Celon as great as the Lord Mayor of Lendon. 

Cy. I heard of it all as I came, and fo came hobbling 
hither to ſee the young Couple, and give em my Bleſſing 
too—may you live to C as old as Mathiuſalem, I ſay. 


Cz]. Thank you, Uncle; though e er that Time I fancy 
we ſhall be as weary of the World as you ſometimes aps 


Hyl, 


pear to be. 


L 28.1 
Hyl. Were to have ſuch doings! ah the young Dog how 
he ſniggets ;—Sdeath I munnot call kim [39s neither, 
that's a little too free now he's a Squire, did4 near that 
_ Couſin ! | 
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Well ring the Bell, 
And make a Fire; 

While the Tune tells 
My Boy's a 'Squire. 


Cel This is more than you dreamvt I believe Coun, 
Cym. I'm glad that I'm awake to ſee it. 
Cel So am l, for I feel it in Reality. 


AIR XXII. 


He. Since Fate has ended all our Woe, 
And brought my Eddie to my Arms; 
All the Hlls that teaz'd us fo 
Vaniſh now before her charms 


She. Our former Suff rings are repaid. 
By this mutual joy at laſt, 
Nor ſhall our future Joys e'er fade, 
By thinking on the Ills that's paſt, 


Z cib. But thus in Tranſport ſpend each Day 
Until our Griefs are drove away. 
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THE 


FIRST of MAY. 


* y Tale I take from Times of old, | 
NI po N When Truth was more eſteem'd than Gold; 
Pack Ne When Pride walk'd threadbare and defe 


FX X pis'd, 
e When Folks were better 3 


Than now-a-days, when Broils and Strife 
Defiles the Narra' of each Life. 


A Country Villa, near a Green, 
Inhabitants but twice Sixteen ; 
An honeſt Squire held the Hall, 
Surrounded by a Turfen Wall,? 
The Friend and Landlord of 'em all. 
A Neighbourhood ſo well inclin'd, 
So ſimple, honeſt, and ſo kind, 
Each try'd his Neighbour to excell, 
In Friendſhip and in doing well. 


Me Fora 


/ As ſoon as Morning Dawn appear'd, 
_ Dr early Chanticleer was heard, 
| Ever the fond Herds began to feed, 
Or Faires fled the riſing Mead. 
: Ws The thrifty Villagers arofe, 
NZ | And from the Bed of fweet Repoſe 


They met the Labours of the Day 

And chearful, ſung the Time away; 

At Eventide, when Work was done ; ; 
They all return'd at fetting Sun, 

And met upon the Phin—with Glee 
They pip'd and danc'd upon the Lee ; 
There in a lowly fimple State 

They felt the joys.that fly the Great, 

No Load of Conſcience gall'd their Breaff, 
Content and Labour gave em reſt, 


*T'was uow the roſy Morn of May, 

When Flora in her beſt Array 
Bedeek d each little riſing Hill 

With Cowſlips ſweet, or Daffodil; 

A May-pole tall with Garlands hung, 

And rows of Birds Eggs neatly ſtrung, 

Was plac'd upon a verdant Green, 

A Tribute to the Morning's Queen. 


Each Ruſtic ſummons forth his Fair 
And round the Pole they all repair. . 
The Squire mongſt the reſt aroſe, 
As 'twas his Cuſtom to diſpoſe 
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| Of various Gifts, upon that Day, 
And gave good Ale and Cakes away. 


Fade Garlands one ſmall Hillock gracd, | Y 
In ſimple Order each was plac'd. 

T he honeſt Squire now propos d 

That each by Choice ſhou'd be diſpos d; 

Said ev'ry Swain had equal Right 

To any Garland now in Sight 

And all beneath, if ought ſhou'd be, 

To claim his Right and Property. 

For each fome little Prize contain'd, 

So that the Loſer ſomething gain'd, 
Tho ſome were greater than the reſt, | 

Each TEN now ſtrove to chooſe the beſt, 


Young Rajb a fair and comely Swain; 
T he very Hero of the Plains | b 
Beheld fair Alecy on her Way, of 
| No ſtar fo bright, no Nymph ſo gay; 
Her ſmall and eaſy Waiſt was bound 
With Wreaths moſt ſweet; her Head was crown'd 
With ev' ry Flower of the Field, 
That Flora's ſelf to her might yield. 
She on her Head, a Garland bore |S 
Its equal ne'er was ſeen before. 


| Young Ralph ſet off full Speed to meet = iN 
This lovely Maid, this Nymph compleat, | 4 


M =. a 


0 
And ſtruck the reſt with great Surprize, 
To ſee him claim her for his Prize, 

He firſt bereav d her of her Crown, 
And claim'd the Maiden all his own. 


Now ev'ry Voungſter on the Plain 
Look'd with Envy on the Swain, 
Bat all in Juſtice did declare 
He won the Maid; — the Trick was fair. 


The 'Squire pauzd, and ſhook his Head, 
His hearty ſmile of Humour fled 
To ſee his Child another's Claim, 
And now he gan himſelf to blame. 
The Swain beheld the good Man's Eyes, 
With Tears he offer'd back his Prize. 


The Squire charm'd at ſuch a Deed 
Cry'd you deſerve her now indeed! 
It glads me much, young Swain to find, 
Thou bear'ſt ſo great, ſo good a Mind; 
Here take her Lad, -I murmur not 
If ſhe's contented with her Lot, 


She ſmil'd Conſent, and chear'd thedrooping Swain, 
She gave her Hand, her Meaning to explain. 
The Squire ſaw, and bleſs'd the blooming Pair, 
And three loud Vallies broke the peaceful Air. 


CHRISTMAS 


CHRISTMAS EVE 
Eel, THE 
COUNT R 7, 


HE Mountain tops were tipt with driven Snow, 
And Silver white were all the Vales below, 


When, ceaſing thro the frozen Field to roam, 
Each Country Bumpkin ambles to his Home; 
Enjoys what oft his betters do admire 

In Winter Time,—a comfortable Fire, 

There with his Spouſe and roſy Brats regale 
In ſimple Mirth all round a Mug of Ale, 

And now when ſome ſage venerable · Squire 
Does from the Noiſe of this great Town retire, 
To end his Days, forgetting King and Court, 
And turns once more unto his youthful Sport; 
But feels the Want of Strength, the Want of Sight, 
And feels the Winter more ſeverely bite, 
Than when his Blood, ſome forty Years ago 
Wou'd reek with Ardour in December's Snow; 


Climb the ſteep Hit, the flowing Riv'let fly, 9 
And join with Speed the chearful Huntſman's Cry 8 
Till the deep Vally-eccho'd to the Sky. 3 | 


Leſs Exerciſe poor Man will now content, 
Infirmity will teach him to repent ; 


Ang 
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And make Attonement for a Life of Sin,— 
At threeſcore Years tis Time ſure to begin. 


The Night approach'd, each Friend receives his Gueſt, 
To drink an Health, or crack ſome merry. Jeſt 


To eat and drink i in hearty free Good will, 
And all the Troubles of the Day to kill. 
Tho' Ven'ſon fumes ne'er taint their homely Board, 


Ihe feaſt on what they better can afford; 


A good Sir Loin, a Pudding full of Plumbs, 
Smoaking and hot upon the Table comes. | 
No Prince on Earth cou'd here refuſe to eat 
So nice the Pudding and ſo ſweet the Meat. 


Once on a Time the Fire Side was gra dd 
With fix true pair of Lovers round it plac'd, 
When biting Froſt, and Snow beſpread the Green, 
The Lads here ſerv'd their Laſſes for a Skreen, 
By holding them 3s we do often ſee 
The Lads in Town=their Laſſes on their Knee ; : 
Now each in Turn wou'd Sing a merry Song, 


| And ſome wau'd tell a Story very long, 


While all attentive wou'd with Wonder hear, 
And ſhew'd with Eyes of Love an Heart of Fear; 
One who refuſed in his Turn to ſing, 


Told a ſad Story of a murder'd King. 


1 Another cry'd, he heard his Granny ſay 
As ſhe was paſſing thro' a lonely way, 
The Night was dark and Glow - worms did appear, 


When ev' ry Tree then added to her Fear. 


And paſſing by a lonely Church Yard Wall 


The Grave Stones mov d, the Steeple ſhook and all. 
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Another now began a woeful Tale 


| The very Thought of which oft turn'd him pale.“ — 


Once, ſaid he, a Lady fair and tall 

Did walk a Nights u pon our Garden Wall ; 

She ſometimes like a Sow and Pigs appeard 
And ſometimes like a Jew, with a long Beard, 
And ſometimes like a greyhound, ſleek and trim, 
Sometimes like a Lion very Grim. | 

And once my Father faid he ſaw it ſtand 

With a bleeding Heart graſp't within its Hand 
And once he heard it like a Raven croak, 

And thrice, they ſay, it to our Parſon ſpoke. _ 


At this ſad Tale, not one in all the Houſe, 
But even fear'd the moving of a Mouſe. 
O lack a-Day, cry'd one fair trembling Maid, 
I fear to move, I am ſo much afraid. 


Another, liſt'ning, thought ſhe heard a Voice, 


Another cry'd, I'm ſure I heard a Noiſe. 
Huſh was the Word, while each with liſt ning Fear, 
Did, as it were, all ſtatue- ſtruck appear. 


Nor Eye, nor Finger now was ſeen to move, 


But each pale Maid cling'd faſt about her Love; 
And all, the more from Fear, than from Defire, 
Mov'd by Degrees almoſt into the Fire, 

A dreadful Clatter all at once was heard, 

And in a Trice the Fire Side was clear'd ; 

Out at the Door they helter-ſkelter ran, 

Nor 'till the Morning did there one return ; 


The Parſon and the Clerk at Noon were brought, 


With Faces full of Fear and Heads of Thought; 
| Gravely 


mvely they enter'd, LR Wo Look, 

| The Parſon held his Breech, the Clerk his Book, 
And ftep by ſtep with Caution ſtar'd around, 

Thinking moſt ſure twas all inchanted Ground, 
But firſt they both into the Oven peept, 

Thinking, perhaps, it might in there have crept, 
But turning to the Cup-board, there did lie, 

A nice Plumb-pudding, and a Chriſtmas Pie, 

That Puſs had in her thieving Tricks thrown down, 
And ftruck with Wonder all the ſimple Town. 

The Parſon, with a knaviſh Leer and Grin, 
Stroak'd with great Sanctity his double Chin, 

Cry'd 'twas a Shame ſuch Pudding ſhould be loſt, 
And in an Inſtant down his Throat he toſt 

A Piece that wou'd almoſt have choak'd a Hog, 
And gave old Sly the Clerk a frienldy Jog. 

Who likewiſe cry 'd, indeed it was a Shame, 


And by the Prieſt's Example did the ſame. 

Then both turn'd home with Safety and Content, 
And left the Loſers only to repent ; 

Telling 'em of the worſt to make the moſt, 

To reſt content, by giving up the Ghoſt, 


